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My much Honoured, 


and no lefs truly beloved Friend, 


Edw.Lenlowes, 


My dear Friend, 


OW have put the Theorboe ints 
A oy hand, and Ihave played : Yon 
gave the Mufician the firft encou- 
ragement ; the Mufick returneth 
a you for Patronage. Had it been a light 
dir, no doubt but it had taken the moft 
nd among then the worft : but being aGrave 
‘train, my hopes are, that it will pleafe 
he beft, and among them you. Toyifh Aires 
leafe trivial Ears; they hifs the Fancy, and 
eray it. They cry, Hail, firft ; aed after, 
oe dana — Crus 


i 


7 % 
Crucifie ; Let Dorrs delight to immerd. 
themfelves in dung, whilft Eagles feorn fo 
poor aGame as Flies. Sir, youbave Art 
and Candour ; let the one judge, let the o- 
ther excufe, . eetoe ety , 


de ouniul be, “Sl Rig dieiad, A hat aed Deu gett 
‘i y ida . : af . d TAAL ERR 


Your moft affectionate 


| Friend, 


9” hy, ‘ aha Ss 


| FRA OUARLES 
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READER 
4 * N Exbleme'is but a filenit Parable: 

- »Let not the tender eye'check, to 

+. ™® fee the’allufion to our bleffed Sa-. 
viour figured in thefe Types. In Holy 
Scripture he is formetimes called a Sower 3 
fometimesa Fither ; fometimes a Phyfict- 
an: And why not prefented fo as wellto 
the eye.asto theear>? Before the know- _ 
ledge of Letters God was known by Hie 
roglyphicks. And indeed what are the 
Heavens, the Earth, nay, every Creature, 
but Hieroglyphicks.and Emblemes of his 
Glory? Ihave no more to fay, I wifh 
thee as much pleafure in the Reading, as 
Thad in writing, Farewel READER. 


Oks By 


eS A 
<a ee 


Bo back'd, by Holy Writ led off : 
Thou foew ft away to Heav’n by Helicon, 
The Mufes Font is confecrate by Thee, 
And Poefte, baptiz'd Divinity : _ 
Bleft foul that here embark ft:thon fail ftapace, 
‘Tis hard to fay, mov d more by Wit or Grace, 
Each Mufe fo plies her Oar : But O, the Sail 
Is fill'd from Heaven with a Diviner Gale : 
When Poets prove Divines, why fhould not I 
Approve in Verfe this divine Poetry > 

Let this fuffice to licence thee the Prefs : 
 Enauft n0 mores nor caule tbe Truth fay lefs. 


vail’ 
Sic approbavit 


“RICH. LOVE | 


_ Procan, Cantabrigienfis. 


~- 


Tot Flores QUAREES, quot rtadifis habet. | 


Lectori bene male-volo, 


Qui legit ex Horto hoc Flores, Qui carpit, uterque 
Jure poteft Violas dicere, jure Rofas, 
Non é Parnaffo VIOLAM, Feflive ROSETO 
Carpit Apollo, magis que fit amoena, ROS AM, 
Quot VerfweVIOLAS legis; & Quem verba locutum 
Credis, verba dedit : Nam dedic ille R 0S A S. 
Utque Ego non dicam hee VIOLAS {uaviffima; Tute 
Ipfe facis VIOL AS, Livide fi violas, 

Naim velurceé VIOL TIS fibi fugit Aranea virus; 
Vertis at in fuccos Hasque RO S$ A Sque twos. 

Quas violas Mufas; V 10 L AS puto, quafque recuflas 
Dente tuo rofat, has, reor, efle ROSAS, 

Sic rofas, facis efle RO S AS, dum, Zoile, rodis ; 
Sic facies has on L AS, Livide; Sea violas. 
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Brent Hall, 1634 


A4 EDW. BENLOWES. 
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Book't, Emblems’ 8 
FIR ST BOOK. 
‘Th INVOCATION. 


) Owze thee, my Soul; and dreinthee from the dregs 
‘\ Of vulgar thoughts: Screw up the hightned pegs, 
Of thy fublime.Theorboe four, notes higher, ).... 
And higher yet, that fo, the:fhrill-mouth'd Quire. 
Of {wift-wing’d Seraphims may come and joyn, : ., 
And make thy Confort more than halfdivine, . >. 
Invoke no rom Heav'n be thine Apollo, ... . :.. 
And let his facred Influenceshallow,. . 4, yy 
Thy high-bred: ftrains. Let his full beamsinfpire 
Thy ravifhed brains'‘with more heroick fire: .. 0... 5 
Snatch thee a Quill from the fpread Eagles wing, 
And, like the morning Lark, mount up and fing: 
Caft off thefe dangling plummets, tharfoclog — 
Thy lab’ring heart, which gropes inthis dark fog 
Of dungeon earth; let flefh and blood forbear 
To ftop thy flight, tillehis bafeworld appear 
A thin blue Landskip: Let thy pinions foar A oe 
So higha pitch, thatmen maydfeemnomore 
Than Pifmires crawling on this Mole-hill earth, = 
Thy ear untroubled with their Frantick mirth; 
Let not the frailty of thy flefh difturb 
Thy new-concluded peace ; Let Reafon curb 
Thy hot mouth’d Paffion; and let heav’n’s fire feafow 
The freth conceits of thy correéted Reafon. 
Difdain co warm thee at lufts fmoaky fires, 
Scorn, Scorn to feed on thy old bloat defires : 
Come, come my Soul, hoife up thy higher fails, 
The wind blows fair; Shall we ftill creep like a ; 
. at 
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2 Emblemei. = Book. 1; 
That glide their ways with their own Native flimes; | 
No, we mutt fly like Eagles; and our Rhimes 
Muft mount to Heav’n, and reach th’ Olympick Ear ; 
Our Heavy’n-blown fire muft feek no other Sphear. 
Thou great Theaathropos, that giv’ft and. grounid’ft 
ye giftsin duft, and from our dunghil crown’ft 
Refle@ting honour, taking by retail; 
What thou haft.giv’n in grofs,. from Japfed, frail, 
And finful man : “That drinkft fall draughts, wherein 
Thy Childrens leprous fingers, fcurfd with fin, 
Have padled ; Cleanfe, O-cleanfe my crafty Soul 
From fecret crimes, and let my thoughts controu I 
My thoughts: ©, teach me ftoutly to deny » 
My felf, that {may beno longer 1: 
Enrich:my Fancy, clarifie my Choughts, > © 
Refine my drofs ; O, wink ac human faults ; | 
And through the flender Conduct of my Quill. . 
Convey thy Currant, whofe clear ftreams may fill 
The hearts of men with love, their tongues with praifé: 
Crown me with Glory,’ take who ry Bayes)” 


ee. ‘ 
h gh tee ic, Als 


| Losbleises. 


Book i 


300k 1. Emblemes. he 
It 3 
JAM. tf. .14- 


Every man is tempted, when heis drawn a- 
way by his own luft and enticed. 


Serpent.  - a Eee 1) ESR a 

we. Oceat ? Nottafte? Not touch? Notcaft an eye” 

NU Upon the fruit ofthis fair Tree ? And why? 
Why eat’ft thou not what Heay'n ordain’d for food? . ; 
Or can’ft thou think that bad which Heav’n called Good ?.. 
Why wasit made if notto beenjoyd?. .. ny 
Neglect of favours makes a favour void: 
Bleffings unus’d, pervert into a Waft, 
As well as Surfeits; Woman, Do buttaft: 
See how the laden boughs make filent fuic — 
To be enjoy’d ; look how their bending frvie =...) 
Meet thee half-way: Obferve but howthey crouch 
To kifsthy hand; Coy woman, Do buttouch: 
Mark what a pure vermilion blufh has dy’d. 


Their {welling cheeks, and how for fhame they hide. 

Their palfie heads to fee themfelves ftand by . 

Neglected: Woman, Do but calt an eye. tie, 
What bounteous Heav’n ordain’d for ufe, refufenot;. 
Come, pull andeat: Y’ abufe the thing yeufe not, 

Eve. Wifeft ot Beafts, our great Creator did | 

Referve this Tree and this alone forbid; © 

‘The reft are freély ours, which doubtlefs are. 

As pleafing to the caft; toch eyeasfair: ~~ 

But touching this his {trict commands are fuch, 

Tis death to taft, no lefs than death to touch. * 

 Serp. Pifh ; Death’sa table: Did not Heav’n infpire - 

“Your equal Elements with living Fire: 
de} Se REE Ee SE See te Pe, Blows | 


ea Emblemes: Book + 
Blown from the fpring of life? Is not that breath 
Immortal ? Come; ye are as free from death | 
As he that made ye. Can the flames expire 
Which he haskindled ? Can ye quench his fire ? 
Did not the great Creatours voice ptoclaim — 
What'ere he made (from the blue fpangled frame 
To the poor leaf that trembles) very good? 
Bleft he not both the Feeder and the Food ? 

Tell, tell me then, what danger can accrue 

From fuch bleft Food, to fich half gods as you? 
Curb needlefs fears, and let no fond conceit 
Abufe your freedom; Woman take and eat. 

Eve. ‘Tis true, we are immortal ; death is yet 
Unbora, and cill Rebellion make it debr, Vai, 
Undue ; I know the fruitis good, until 
Prefumptuous difobedience make it ill. 

The lips that open to this Fruit’s a Portal” 
To let in deathand make immortal mortal. OMe 
_ Serp. Youcannot die; come Womati,tafte,and fear not: 

Eve. Shall Eve cranfgrefs? I dare nor, OF dare not. 

Serp.Afraid? Why draw’ft chou back thy tim’rous arm’? 
Harm only falls on fuch as fear a harm. 
Heav’n knows and fears the virtue of this Tree : 
‘Twill make ye perfect Gods as well as He. 

_ Stretch forth thy hand, and let thy fondnefs neyer 
Fear death: Do, pull, and eat, and live forever. 

_ Eve. *Tisbut an Apple; and ir is as good — 
fo do‘as to defire. Fruit’s made for food : 

Til pull, and cafte, and tempt my Adam too 
To know the fecrets of this Dainty, Serp. Do. 


7 e 


'§. CHR¥S,, 


“ Emblemess 


S$. CHRYS, fup. Matth, 


He forced him not: He touched bim not : Oaely fai 
“felt down ; that we may know, that who foewer abe 
wil cafteth bimfeif down: ; For the Devil may Juss) : 


” cannot, 
Ss. BERN. in 3 


It is the Devils part to (ue gelt; Ours, not to canfeaee Ay oft 
pe we refill him, (0 often we overcome bim ; as often as we over= 
come lim, fo of tem we bring joy to the Angels, and glory to Gods 
~ who propofeth us, that we may an ie and alt fee Us y that 
ie fats 


ok i. = Emblemes.. 
Kh sitan ob 203 cy OM a 

: JAMES 1.15.0 ° i 
iben wher luft hath conceived, it bringeth 


forth fin: and fin when it is finifhed bring- 
eth forth death, i | 


vip 


| Ament, lament; Look, ldok, what thou haft done : 
i Lament the world’s, Lamenc chy own eftate : . 
ook, look, by doitig how thou arcundone; 
Lament thy fall, lament thy change of State: 
hy faith is broken, and thy freedom gone, 

| See, See‘too foon, what chia laineaett too late, 
~-O thou that wert fo many men, nay, all 
Abridg’d in one, how has thy defp’rate fall 
ieftroy'd thy unborn feed, deftroy’d chy felf wichal?. 


yan. 


yxorious Adam, whom thy Maker made =, 
Equal to Angels that excel in pow, 
hat haft thou done? O why haft chou obey’d 

j Thy own deftruttion? Like a new-cropt flower, 
pow does the glory of thy beauty fade 

| How are thy fortunes blafted in an hour! . ; 
_ How are‘thoa cow’d that haft che pow’r to quell — 
» The fpite of new fal’n Angels, baffle Hell, 

nd vie with chofe that ftood,and vanquifh thofe that fell. 


rt 

pe’ low: the world (whofe chaft and pregnane womb 
J Of lateconceiv'd, and broughe forth nothing ill) 
3 | B : | $ 


, 


10 Enthlemes 


1s now degenerated? ‘and ‘become 
A bafe Adulterefs, whofe talfe births ao fi fill 
The earth with Monfters, Mohfters that do rome 
And rage about, and make a trade to kill: 
Now Glutt’ny paunches 5: ult Begins to fpawn; 
Wrath takes: Phititce and Avarice a pawn; 


Pale Envy pi nes, Pate fells, a and Sloth begins to  yavi 


‘ , 
a eh dies 
ie ee pitts.’ ib > aes 

& ised § 


The Air that wifper’d, now begins to rore . 

And bluftring Boreas blows the boyling Tide ; ° : 
The white mouth’d Water now. ufurps the fhores:. « 

And fcorns the pow r of her ‘tridental, guides: "a 
The fire now burns, thar Apa jut wa before. abe 

And rules her’ Ault with refiftle fs Pr lane 

Fire, Water, E Earth, a na Ait Air, that firft was, ar 

_ Tobe fubdu’d, fee ho ow, they now. Fito Red fobey’d 
Biok, rule ee a ey Keer 4, ammand wousre onc 


ee J {ise at ” 


“Behold; that nakednéfs, chat late Bewray" ‘d 
Thy glory, now’s become thy fhame, thy wonder; | 
Behold ; thofe trees whofe various fruits eee made.» 
' For food, now turn’d a fhade tofhrowd tl ge ‘Bader 5 5 
Behold ds that voice Sitch the thon haft difobey'd): 

(Thi at late’ was mu ck, how affri ghts like thee he 
Poor man ! Are not ‘thy y joynts, aie fore with .fha 
* To view th’ effet of chy. mien have ~~ (kin 
x 


That in one hour van mare mit Pete days wa 
; i at {77> ere 7 igo ti Coaking: 
ti 2" } t ry if } ‘ 
Co s gis Pr 
* 3h OREO aeigaiy by ST niga ie S. AUG 
me Eh eee Ode, SGT Ot GME BD BETS NG PER, IM 
. » 


Book.1: § Evblemet. - a 


S AUGUST. lib. x, de lib. arbie? 


_ Itis a moft juft punifhment, that man fhould lofe that free- 
dom, which man could not ufe, yet had power to keep, if he 
would; ahd that he who had knowledge to do, what was 
right,and did not fhould be deprived of the knowledge of what 
vous vight, ty that hewho would not dorighteoufly when he had 
the power, fhould lofe the power to doit, when he had the Will. 


H U GO de anima. 
- They are juftly punifhed that abufe Lavoful things, but they 


are moft jultly punifhed,that ufe, unlawful things : Thus Lusi- 
fer fell from Heaven: Thus Adam loft his Paradife, 


EPIG, 23 

See how thefe fruitful kernels, being caft 

Upon the earth, how thick they fpring! how faft! 

A full ear’d crop and thriving, rankandproud; SS. 

Prepoft’rous man firft mie and then he plough’d, 
" : 2 » bit 
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| Book- fr,  Emblemes. IZ 
i. ee ee 

: PROV. 14. 13,. 

| Even in laughter the heart is forrowful, and 
pA the end of that mirth is heapinefs. 


I 

Las fond Child, 

| How are thy: thoughts beguil’d 

| To hope for honey from a neft of ied ? 
Thou may’ft as well | 

| Go feek for eafe in Hell, 

| Or {prightly Nectar from ‘the si of alt 


The world’ sa ‘htval: 
From whence thau can’ft denve : 
No good, but whar thy fouls” Vexation m brings 
Put cafe thou meet 


Some petti-petti-fweer, ae :: eee 


Each drop is guarded with'a thoutand il ge 


3 


Why doft thou make 
Thefe murm’ring troops forfake 
The fafe protection of their Wwaxen homes ?. 
Their hive contains. 
No {weet that’s worth thy pains; 
There’s nothing here, alas, but empty combes. 


4 
| For trafh and toys, . 


And grief ingen’drin, joys ii “oe 
& ? SBS “What 


; 


Are leaft what chey appear ; 
Though fweer in hopes, yetin fruition fowre ; 
The fruit that’s yellow, ; 


14 ‘Bmblemes. ‘BOOK’, 
What torment feems too fharp for flefh and blood? 
What bitter pills, ~°” 
Compos’d of real lls, ., . «. | 
Men {wallow dowh to’purchafe one falfe good? .. 
erate, Och kh a gy oN) ' 

The dainties here, pth ja : 

: 


Ys found not always mellow; 
‘The faireft Tulip’s not the fweeteft flower. . 


pte 


eS 


iN 


Fond youth give ore,. 
And vex thy foulno more 
“In feeking what were better far unfound.; _ 
Alas’ Thy Sais sh Ms waits ake: 
_ Are only prefent pains _- crs a 
To gather Scorpions for a fueure wound, 
e a AP 


What's earth 2 Or in it, 
That longer than a minute, 
Can lend a free delight shat can endure ? 
O who would droil, ‘ahaa 
Or delve in fuch a foil, 
Where gain’s uncertain and che pain is fure : 


WEY TK See ee ; fs 7 : 


e, 


Book #.  Erablemeh- sy 

Sweetnefs intemporal matters is deceitful; It is a Labour ¢y 
a perpetual fear ; it i a dangerous pleafure, whofe beginning 
is wit bout providence, and whofe end is not without repent ance. 


HUGO, 


Luxuryis an enticing pleafure, a baftard mirth, which hath 
honey in her mouth, gall in her heart, and 4 Sting in her tail, 


TE PIG, 3: ’ 


What, Cupid, are thy fhafesalready made ? 
“And feeking honey, to fet up thy trade 

‘True Embleme of thy fweers | Thy Bees do bring © 
‘Honey in their mouths, ss) in their tails a fting. 

a 4 4 mee 


ey ¢ 


eee noel 


Book 1: | Emblemes, 17 
IV. 
~ PSALM 62.9. 


Tobe laid in the balance, it is altogether 
lighter than vanity. ; 
3 


p" in another weight : ’Tis yet too light: 
And yet, fond Cupid, put another in ; 
And yet another : Still chere’s under weight: 
Puc in another hundred: Putagain ; . 
Add world to world; then heap a thoufand more 
_ . ‘To that, thento renew thy wafted ftore, 
Take up moré worlds on truft, to draw thy balance lower. 
Put in the flefh wich all her loads of pleafure ; 
- Put in great Mammon’s endlefs inventory; - 
Put in the ponderous acts of Mighty Cefar : , 
Put in the greater weight of Sweden's glory; 


ern 


Add Scipio’s gauntlet; putin Plato’sgown: 


Put Circe’s charms, put in the triple crown, | 
Thy balance will not draw; thy balance will nordown. 


3 


Lord what a world is this, which day and night, 
Men feek with fo much toil, with fo much trouble ? 
Which weigh’d in equal fcales is found folight, ” — 
So poorly overbalanc’d a bubble? | 
Good God! chat frantick mortals fhould deftroy 
Their higher hopes, and place their idle joy’ 
Upon fuch airy trafh, upon fo lightatoy! ~~ 
PS. ae aoe _ Thou 


i 


ip Emblémes, Book 5. 


a 
Thou holy Impofture, how hat thou befool’d 
The tribe of Man with edunteffeie defire’ 

He has the breath of thy falfe bellows cool’d, . 

e éav'its free both flatié, ahd kittdled baftatd. fire ! 
‘How haft rhou vented drofs inftead: Of:treafuré; 
And cheated men with thy falfe weights and meafure, 

Proclaiming bad for good; & gildingdeath with pleafure! 


ae 


af ie? 


The world’s 4 ctéfry Striitmpet moft affecting, 


we 


' And clofely ‘following th fe that moft refeet her; 
But feeming carelefs, nice difrefpetting == 
and coyly flying thofe that mof affeét her: | 
__. If thou be free, the’s fitange, if ftrange fhe’sfree; 
Bee, and thé follows ; follow and fhe’ll flee: 
"Than fhe there’s none morecoy, there’s none more fond» 
h BP aha Shak me NS ey (than fhe, — 
-O what 2 Crocedilian world-is this; re 
. Compos'd of rreacheries, and infnaring wiles! - 
She cloathes deftruétion in a’formal kifs, 
And lodges death in her deceitful {miles ; 
She hugs the foulfhe hates ; and there does prove 
“The veryeft tyrant, where fhe vows to love, 
- And is a Serpent moft, when moft fhe feems a Dove. 


bay 


i | 
Thrice happy he, whofe tiobler choughts defpife 
"To make an object of fo eafie gains 5 
Thrice happy he, who fcorns fo poor a price © 
Should bé the crown of his heroick pains : | 
~ Thrice happy he, that ne'er was born to try | 
Her frowns or {miles : or being born, didlie 
| ‘omtwo, and die. -. 


tn his fad nurfes arms an hour, ; 
| ; 


_ S$ AUGUST. lib, Confeff, 


ey ae 
O you that dote upon this world, for What victory do ye fight ? 
Your hopes can be crowned with no greater reward, than the 
world can give; and what is the world but a brittle thing full 
of dangers wherein we travel from leffer to greater perils? 0 
let all her vain,light, momentary glory, perifh with her felf, 
and let us beconverfant with more eternal things. Alas this 
world is miferable ; life is hort, and death ws fure. 
“i ean ¥ Aa BN ; ROR? 


he 


EPIG. 4. 
My foul, what’s lighter, thana feather? Wind, 
Than wind? The fire. And what, than fire ? The mind. 
What's lighterthan the mind ? A thought. Than thought? 
pes bubble world, Whar, than this bubble ? Noughr. 
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Book 1. Emblentet. % 23 
Mg 
sec DRT mS 
The fafhion of this World afford sia} 


‘One are thofe golden days, wherein | 
G Pale Confcience ftarted not at ugly fin : 
When good old Satura’s peaceful Throne 
~ Was unufurped by his beardlefs Son : 
_ When jealous Ops ne’er fear’d th’ abufe 
Of her chaft bed, or breach of nuptial Truce: 
When Juft Aftrea pois’d her Scales 
In mortal hearts, whofe abfence earth bewails, 
When froth-born Venus and her brat, 
Wich all that {purious brood Young Jove begat, 
In horrid fhapes were yet unknown; 
Thofe Halcyon days, that golden age is gone. | : 
There was no Glient then to wait i 
The leifure of this long tail’'d Advocate; 
The Talion Law was in requeft, | 
And Chanc’ry Courts were kept in ev'ry breaft : 
Abufed Statutes had no Tenters, 
And men could deal fecure without Indentures: 
There was no peeping hole to clear 
The wittals eye from his incarnate fear ; 
There were no luftful Cinders then 
To broil the Carbonado’d hearts of men: 
+ /The-rofiecheeks did then proclaim 
A fhame of Guilt; but not a guile of fhame: 
There was no whining foul to flare 
At Cupid's cwang, or curfe his ilaming dart; 
THe Boy had then but callow wings, 
_ And fell Erinrys Scorpions had no ftings : 


The 


22 _ "Enblemes:. Book 1. 

” "The better-aéted world did move 

Upon the fixed poles of truth and Love. 
Love effenc’d in the hearts of men! 

Then Reafonral’d, there was no paffion then ; 
Till Luft and rage began to enter. 

Love the Circumference was, and Love the Centers 
Until the wanton days of Fove 

The fimple world was all compos'd of. Love a: 
But Jove grew flefhly, falfe, unjuft ; 

aise beauty fill’d. his veins with luft: “ 
And Cucquean Funo’s fury hurld 2) 

Fierce balls of.rape into. th’ inceftuous world : ie 
Aftrea fled, and love return’d. 

From earth, earth boy!’d with luff, vith rage it icburn’d 
And ever ‘fince the world hath been 

Rept going nehans ree ee Luft and Spleen: | 
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‘Book, .1; we Emblemes. 83 
S. AMBROS, | 


Luft is 4 (harp fpur to vice, which always putteth the af- 
feétions into 4 falfe gallop. 


HUGO. 


Luft is an imnmoderate wantonnefs of the flefh, a fect poy- 
ofon, a cruel peftilence , 4 pernicious poyfon, which weakneth 
the body of Man, and effeminateth the ftrength of an heroick 


minds 
Ss. AUGUST, 


Envy is the hatred of anothers felicity :inre{pest of Superi- 
ours, becaufe they are not equal to them ;in refpect of Inferi- 
ours, left he fhould be equal to them; inrefpecdt of equals, 
becaufe they are equal to them: Through envy proceeded the 
fall of the world, and death of Chrift. 


~—_~ 


K , F E P I G. ; §: y 

What, Cupid, muft the world be lafh'd fo foon? 

But made at morning and be whipt at noon?» 

_ ‘Tis like the wagg, that plays with Venus Doves, 
_ The more ‘tis lafh'd, che more perverfe it proves. 
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Book #2 Emblemes. a4 
Ve 
ECCLES. 2.17, 
All is vanity and vexation of Spirit, 
I 


Ow is the anxious s foul of man befool’ d 

In his defire, pur 
That chinks an Hettick fever may be coord 
, In flames of fire? _ 
Or hopes to rake full heaps of burnt gold 
_ From nafty mire? -_. 
A whining Lover may as well tdquett 
~,, Afcornful breaft -._; 
To melt in gentle tears, as woe the a rond for eft, 


2 


Let wit, and all her ftudied plots ete 
" The beft they can;. .. 
Let {miling F ortune profper and perfect 
; What wit began, 
Let earth advife wich ‘both, “and ‘fo projet 
A happy man; . 
et wit or fawning Fortune vie their beft; 
. He may be bleft 
With all age earth can give; but earth can give noreft. 
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White gold is double with a careful hand, 
a His cares are wale 


ie c the 
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The Pleafure, Honour, Wealth ofSea and Land 7 
Bring but a trouble ; 

The World it felf, and alf the Worlds command, 
Is but a bubble. 

The ftrong defires of mans infaciate breaft 

May ftand pofleft 

Of all chat Earth can give; but earth cah give no refi 


4 


The World’s a feeming Par'dife, but her own 
And man’s tormentor ; | | 
Appearing fix'd, yet but a rolling ftone 
Without a tenter 5 
It is a vaft Circumference, where none 
Can find a Center. 
Of more than Earth, can Earth make none pofteft ; 
And le thatleaft 
Regards this reftlefs World,fhall in this World find ref 


= 


) 


True reft confifts not in the oft revying 
‘Of worldly drofs ; ; 
Earth’s miry purchafe is not worththe buying ; 
Her gain islofs; — 
Her reft but giddy toil, if not relying 
Upon her crofs, . 
How worldlings droil for trouble? That fond breaft 
That is poflefs'd . 
Of Earth without a ctofs, has Earth wirhoue areft. — 


* 
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— Book*r.  Emblemes. 27. 
C AS Svin Pf. 


The Crofs is the invincible fankuary of the humble: The 
dejedion of the proud, the victory of Chrift, the deftruion 
of the devil, the confirmation of the faithful, the death of 
the unbeliever, the life of the juft. 


DAMASCEN. 


The Cros of Chrift is the key of Paradife, the weak mans 
Haff ; the Converts conusy ; the upright Mans perfection ; the 
foul and bodies health, the prevention of atl evil, and the 
procurer of all gi0d. ay 


EPIG. 6. 
Worldlings; whofe whimpering folly holds the loffes 
Of honour, pleafure, health, and wealth fuch crofles 
_ Look here, and tell me, what your Arms engrofs : 
_ When the beft end of what he hugg’s a crofs, 
an %. C 2 
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Book 1 .  Emblemes. | 29 
Vil. 
1 PEE. 5. 3. 


Be fober, be vigilant, becanfe your Adver- 
fary the Devil as a roaring Lion walketh 
about, feeking whout he way devour. 


Pe 


Ww" doft thou fuffer ruftful floth to creep, 
s Dull Cyprian Lad, into thy wanton brows? 

{s this.a time to pay thine Idle Vows 
At Morpheus fhrine? Is this atime to fleep 
Thy brains in wafteful flumbers? up and rouze 
Thy leaden fpiric: Isthis a timetofleep? . 

Adjourn thy fanguine dreams, awake, arife, 

Callin thy thoughts ; and ler them all advife, | 
Had’ft chou, as.many heads, as thou haft wounded ey¢s. 


2 


Look, Look, what horrid furies do await 
Thy flace’ring flumbers! If thy drowzy head 
But chance to nod, thou fall’{t into a bed 

Of fulph’rous flames, whofe torments want a date. 

_ Fond boy, be wife, let not thy thoughts be fed. 
With Phrygian wifdom; fools are wife too late; 

Beware betimes, and let thy reafon fever 
Thofe gates which paffion clos’d ; wake now or never 

For ifthou nod’ft thou fall’ft, and falling fall’ft for ever. 


“) sds we es Oe Mark, — 
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3. | 


Mark, how the teady hands of death prepare: 
His bow is bent, and~he hath notch’d his dart ; 
-He aims, he levels at thy flumb’ring heart: — 
‘The wound is pofting, O be wife, beware. 
What ? has the voice of danger loft the art 
To raife the fpiric of neglected: care? . ~ 
Well, fleep thy fill, and take thy foft repofes, 
But know withal, fweet tafts have fowre clofes , 
And he repents in thorns, ‘that fleeps in beds of rofes. 


4 


Yet, fluggard, wake, and gull thy Sou! no more © 
With Earth’s falfe pleafure, and the worlds delight, 
Whofe fruit is fair, and pleafing co the fight, 

But fowre in tafte, falfe as the putrid core: 

Thy flaring glafs is gems at her half lighe, . 
She makes thee feeming rich, but truly poor: 
She boafts a kernel and beftowsa fhell ; 
Performs an inch of her fair promis d ell : 
Her words proteft a Heaven ; her works produce an hell, 


5 


O thou the fountain of whofe better part, 


Is earth’d and gravell’d up with vain defire : 
That daily wallow’ft in the flefhly mire 
And bafe pollution ofa Inftful heart, 
That feel’ftno paffion, but in wanton fire, — 
And own’f no torment but in Cupid’s dart ; 
- Behold thy type : Thou fitt’ft upon this ball 
Of earth, fecure, while Death that flings at all, 
-- -Sranids arnyd to ftrike theedown, where flames attend 
(thy fall, 
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Book t = Erblemes. = = 31 
S. BERN, 


Security is no where, neither in Heaven, nor in Paradife, 
much lefsin the World : In Heaven the Angels fell from the 
Divine Prefence; in Paradife, Adam fell from his place of 
pleafure s in the World, Fudas fell from the School of our Sa- 
U OU» ase 

HUGO. 


I eat fecure, I drink fecure, I fleep [ecure,even as though 
I had paft the day of death, avoided the day af judgment, and 
efcaped the torments of Hell-fire : I play and lauzh,as though 
I were already triumphing in the Kingdom of Heaven, 


EPIG. 7. 
Get up, my foul; Redeem thy flavifh eyes 
From drowzy bondage : O beware ; be wife; 
Thy Fne’s before thee; thou muft fight or fly : 
Life lies moft open in a clofed eye. * 


i 
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; MEY iboats cater 

; LUKE 6: 25." 

Wee be to you that laugh now, for ye fall 


mourn and weep. — 


/T He world’s a popular difeafe, that reigns het 
Within the froward heart and francick brains..; 

Of poor diftemper’d mortals, oft arifing t iprenen 38 
From ill digeftion, through th’unequal poifing © 

Of ill-weigh’d Elements, whofe lighy direds 

Malignant humours. to malign effects : 

One raves arid labours wich a boyling liver; 6 UP 

Reads hair by handfuls, curfing Cupid's quiver: >. 
Another with a bloody flux of oaths — Sg 
Vows deep revenge: one dotes : the other loaths: 

One frisks and fings, and cries a flagonmore 

To drench dry cares, and makethe Weilkin rore: 
Another droops: the Sun-fhine makes him fad ; | 
Heav’n cannot pleafe : One’s mop’d ; the tother’s mad; 
One hugs his gold; another letsit fly : Be th 
He‘knowing not for whom ; nor t’other why. 

One fpends his day in plots, his night in play ; 
Another fleeps and flugs borh night and day : 

One Jaughs at this thing; tother cries for thar : 

But neither one nor tother knows for what. 
Wonder of wonders! What we ought t’evite 

As our difeafe, we hugas our delight: . 

‘Tis held a fymptom of approaching danger, 

When difacquainted Senfe becomes a Stranger, 

And takes no knowledge of an old difeafe; 

Bur when a noifom grief begins to pleafe 

Fhe 
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The unrefifting fenfe, it is a fear 

That death has parly’d, and compounded there: 
As when the dreadful Thund’rers awful haad — 
Pours forth a Vial on th’ infected land, . 
At firft th’affrighted Mortals quake and fear ; 
And every noife is thought the Thunderer : — 
But when the frequent foul-departing Bell 

Has pav'd their ears with her familiar knell, 

It is reputed but a nine days wonder, — 

They neither fear the Thund’rer nor his Thunder, 
So when the world (a worfe difeafe) began 

To {mart for fin, poor new created Man 

Could feek for fhelter, and his gen’rous Son 
Knew by his wages what his hands had done: 
But bold-fac’d Mortals in our blufhlefs times 

Can fing and fmile, and make a {port of crimes, 
Tranfgrefs of cuftom, and rebel in cafe, | 
We falfe joy’d fools can triumph in difeafe, 
And (as the carelefs Pilgrim, being bit 

By the Tarantula, begins a fic 

Ot life-concluding laughter) wafte our breath. 
In lavifh pleafure, till we laugh to death. 


I. 


HUGO 


Book ye | Exblemes: 35 
| HUGO deanima, 


What profit is there in vain-glory, momentany mirth, the 
world’s power, the flefh’s pleafure,full riches,noble defcent,and 
great defires ? Whereis their laughter ? where is their mirth 2 
Where their infolence ? their arrogance ? From how much joy 
‘to how much fadnef{s' After how much mirth how much mife- 
4y ! From how great glorv are they fallen, to how great tor- 
ments What hath fallento them, may befal thee, becaufe 
thou art a man: Thou art of earth; thou liveft of earth! 
thu fhalt return to earth.Death expecteth thee every wher e: 
Be wife therefore, and expect death cvery where. | 


Ad 


: E PIG, 8. 

What ails the fool to laugh? Does fomething pleafe 
His vain conceit? Qr is’t a meer difeate ? 
Fool, giggle on, and wafte thy wanton breath; 
Thy morning laughter breeds an ev’ning death, 


ee 
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IX. 


Fryftra quis ftabilemfigat inorbe gredunt: 


: i a 


ye hs 


Book. 1. Emblemes. 29 
: | X : 
I J O st N 2.1 vi 


The World paffeth away, and ail the Lufts 
thereof. 


x § 


fy near, brave Sparks, whofe Spirits fcorn to light 
Your hallow’d tapers, but at Honours flame ; 
You, whofe heroick a¢tions take delight 
To varnifhover a new- painted name ; 
Whofe high-bred thoughts difdain to take their flight, 
Bucton th’ Icarian wings of babbling fame ; 
Behold how tott’ring are your high-built ftories (ries. . 
Of earth, whereon you truft the ground-work of your glo- 


2 


And you more brain-fick Lovers, that can prifé 
A wanton {mile before eternal Joys; : 
That know no heaven buc in your Miftrifs eyes ; 
That feel no pleafure, but what fenfe enjoys : 
That can like crown-diftemper’d fools defpife 
True riches, and like babies whine for toys: — 
Think ye the Pageants of your hopes are able 
To ftand fecure on earth, when earth i felf’s unftable ? 


3 

Come, dunghil Worldlings, you chat root like {wine, 

And caft up golden trenches where-ye come : 
Whofe only pleafure is to undermine, 

And view the fecrets of your mothers womb : 
Come bring your Saint pouch’d in his Leather fhrine, 
And fummon al! your griping Angels home; 

Behold your World, the bank of al! your ftore 
The World ye fo admire, the World ye fo adore. 


Eg Emblemes. Book 1 
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A feeble world, whofe hot-mouth’d pleafures tire 
Before the race, before the flare, retreat; 
A faithlefs world, whofe falfe delights expire | 
Before the term of half their promis’d date: | 
A fickle World, not worth the leaft defire, 
Where ev’ry chance Proclaims a change of State: 
A feeble, taichlefs, fickle world, wherein 
Each motion proves a vice ; and ev'ry att a fin, 
j | 
The beauty, chat of late was in her flower, | 
Is now aruine, not to raifea luft: 
He that was lately drench’d in Dandes fhower, 
Is mafter now of neither good nor truft; | 
Whofe honour late was mann’d with Princely power, | 
His glory now lies buried in the duft ; | 
O who would truft this world, or prize what’s in ir, | 
That gives and takes,and chopsand changesev'ry minute 
6 df 


Nor length of days, nor folid ftrength of brain, 
Can find a place wherein to reft fecure : 

The World is various, and the Earth is vain, 
There’s nothing certain here, there’s nothing fure: — 

. We trudge, we travel, but from pain to pain, 

And what’s our only grief’s our only cure: 

.» — The world’s a torment ; he that would endeavour 

‘To find the way to reft,muft feek the way to leave her. 


S. GREG 


Book a: Emblemes. 39 
S. GREG, in honi, 


Behold the world is withered in it felf, yet flourifheth in 
our hearts, every where death,every where grief every where 
defolation: On every fide we are [mitten ; on every fide fil- 
led with bitterne{s, and yet with the blind mind of carnal 
defire, we love her bitterness It flieth and we follow it ; 
it falleth, yet we ftick to it + And becaufe we cannot enjoy 
4t falling, we fall with it, and enjoy it fallen. | 


Bo 
f . 


EPIG. 9. 
Tf Fortune fail, or envious Time but fpurn, __ 
The world turns round, and with the world we turn : 
When Fortune fees, and Lynx-ey’d Time is blind, 
‘Vltruftthy joys, O world, tillchen, the wind, ~ 
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JOHN 8:44. 


4t 


re ave of ‘your father the Dewil,and the Infis 


of your father you will do. 


q Be your right ground : wag gently.o’er this black re 


. Tis a fhort caft; y’are quickly at the jack, 
Rub, rub an inch or two: Two crowns to.one 


On this bowl’s fide; Blow wind, ’tis fairly thrown : : 


The next bowl’s worfe that comes : 


Mammon, you. know the ground, untutor’d, play; 
Your laft was gone, a yard of ftrength well fpar’d, 


re 


Stave paftime, Readers, to confume that day, _ 

¢_which without paftime flies too fwift away! 

See how they labour ; asifday andnight — 
. Were both too fhort to ferve their loofe delight > 

See how their curved bodies wreath, and skrew 
Such antick fhapes as Proteus never knew: 

One raps an oath, another deals a cuffe; we 
He never better bowl’d ; this never worfe : 

herubs his icchlefs elbow, fhrugs and laughs, 

. The tother bends his beetle brows, and chafés: _ 

_ send their black Santo’s to the blufhing skies: 

Thus mingling humours in a mad confufion, aot 
They make bad Premifes, and worfe conclufion : 

3ar-where’s 4 Palm that Fortunes hand allows 

To blefs the Vittors honourable brows? _ 

vome, Reader, come; I'll light thine eye the way 

_ fo viewche prize, the while the Gamefters play : 

ie t Pa . 


4, Had touch’d the block ; yout hand is ftill too hard. 


; come bowl away : » 


OMetimes they whoop, fometinmies their Stygian cries 


Clofe 


A? Exblemes. Book 4. 
Clofe by the jack, behold, jill fortune ftands . 
To wave the game; fee in her partial hands 
The glorious garland’s held in open fhow, 
To chear the Lads, and crown the conqu’rors brow. 
The world’s the jack ; the gamefters that contend, 
Are Cupid, Mammon : that judicious Fiend, 
That gives the ground, is Saten: And the bowls 
Are finful Thoughts ; the Prize, a crown for Fools., 
Who breaths that bow!s not? What bold tongue can fay” 
Without a blufh, ke has not bowl’d to day? 
It is the trade of man, and every finner _ 
Has plaid his rubbers: Every Soul’sa winner. 
The vulgar Proverb’s croft, he Hardly can 
Be a good Bowler and an honeft man. 
Good God! turn thou my Brazil thoughts anew; 
_ New fole my bowls, and make their biafs truc. 
I'll ceafe to game, till fairer ground be given, 
Nor wifhto win, until che mark be Heaven . 


N 


Book 'r. Emblemes. 43 
S: BERNARD, lib. de Confid, - 


O you fons of Adam, you covetous generations, what have ye 

to do with earthly riches, which are neither true, nor yours 2 
Gold and Silver are real earth, red and white, which the on- 

ly errour of man makes, or rather reputes, prectous : In fhort, 
_ if they be yours, carry them with you. 


S. HIERON, in Ep. 


O Luft, thou infernal fire, whofe fewel is gluttony; whofe 
flame is pride; whofe {parkles are wanton words ;whofe {moke 
4s infamy, whofe afbes are uncleanne/s whofe end is hell, 


EP Gi to, 
_ Mammon well followed : Cupid bravely led; 

Both Touchers; equal Fortune makes a dead: 
No reed can meafure where the congueft lies; | 
-Take my advice! compound, and fhare the Prize. 
** | D2 
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Book 1. Rowbtenves: | 45 
| XI. ee 
RP rico 2.2. 


Ye walked according to the courfe of this 
World according to the Prince of the air. 
: i 2) : 
Whither will thismad brain world ac lat 
7 Be driv’n ? Where will her reftlefs wheels arrive? 
_ Why hurries on herill-match’d pair fo faft? _ 
___ O whither means her furious groom to drive? 
_ What, will her rambling firs be never paft? 
For ever ranging ? Never once retrieve? 
Will Earth’s perpetual progrefs ne’er expire ? 
: Her team continuing in their frefh careir : 
And yet they never reft, and yet they never tires 


z : 

Sol’s hot mouth’d Steeds, whofe noftrils vomit flame, — 
And brazen lungs belch forth quotidian fire, ci 
Their twelve hours task perform’d grow ftiff and lame, 
And their iminortal fpirics faint and tire: 
_ Ac th? azure mountains foot their laboursclaim 
The privilege of reft, wherethey retire = 
~ ‘To quench their burning fetlocks, and go fteep — 

Their flaming noftrilsin the weftern deep, - 

And freth their tired fouls with ftrength-reftoring fleep. 


3 ; 
But thefe prodigious hackneys, bafely got 
"Twixt men and devils, made for race or flighe, 
- Can drag the idle world, expecting not Hae 
> The bed of reft, buccravel with delight ; 
_” Who never weighing way nor weather, trot 
e | De Through 


46 Embletmes. Book. 1, 
Through duft and dirt,and droil both night and day ; 
Thus droil thefe fiendsiincarnate, whofe free pains 
Are fed with dropfies and venereal blains, 
No need to ufe the whip ; but firength:to rule the reins, 


4 


Poor captive world ! How has thy lightnefs given 
A juft occafion to thy foes illufion ? 
O, how art thou betrayed thus fairly-driven 
In feeming triumph to thy own confufion? 
How isthy empty Univerfe bereaven | 
Of all true joys, by one falfe joys delufion? 
So I have feen an unblown virgin fed 
With fugar’d words fo full, that fhe is led 
A fair attended Bride to a falfe Bankrupts bed; 


5 


Full gracious Lord ; Let not thine arm forfake 

The world impounded in her own devices: 
Think of thar pleafure that thou once did’ft take - 

Amoneft the Lilies and {weet Beds of Spices. 
Hale ftrongly, thou whofe hand has pow’r co flack 
The fwift-foor fury of ten thoufand vices: — 

Let nor thy duft devcuring Dragon boaft, 

_ His craft has won what Juda’s Lion loft; 

Remember what is crav'd ; recount the price ic coft. 
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_TSIDOR. lib, i, De fummo bono. 


By how much thenearer Satan ferceiveth the world toan 


end, by fomuch the more fiercely he troubleth it with perfecu- 


1 
. 


; 


tion; that knowing himfelf 1s to be damned, he mayzet com- 
pany in bis damnation. 


CYPRIAN. in Ep. 


Brosd and {pacious is the road to infernal life; thereare. 
enticements and death-bringing pleafures. There the Devil 
flattereth that he may deceive; {mileth that he may enda- 
maces allureth that he mzy deftroy. hoe 


ma, 
y 
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- EPG. i.) 
Nay foft and fair, good world; poft not too faft; 
Thy journies end requires nov half this haft. 
Uniefs that arm thou fo difdain’ft, reprives thee, 


Alas thou needs mutt go, the devil drives thee, 
| es D4 | 
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; } XI. 

ISAIAH 66.11. 
Lemay fuck, but not be Satisfied with the 


¢ . + 


breaft of ber confolation. 


‘ i 

Hat, never fill’d ? Be thy lips skrew’d fo faft (thee ; 
_ ** Torlrearths full breaft? for fhame, for fhame unfeize 

Thou tak’ft a furfeit where thou fhould’ft but raft, 
And mak’ft too much not half enough to pleafe thee. 
Ah, fool, forbear; thou fwalloweft at one breath 
Both food and poifon down; thoudraw’ft borh milk and 
is my (death. 


2 . 
The ub’rous breafts, when fairly drawn, repaft 
The thriving infant with her milky flood, ° 
Bat being o’erftrain’d, return at laft 
Unwholfom gulps compos’d of wind and blood. 
A mod’rate ufe does both repaft and pleafe ; 
Who ftrains beyond a mean draws in and gulps difeafe, 


i 


But, O that mean whofe good the leaft abufe 
_ _ Makes bad, is too too hard to be diretted : 
Can thorns bring grapes or'Crabs a pleating juice ? 
~ There’s nothing wholfom, where the whole’s infected. 
1) ‘-Unfeize thy lips: Earths milk’s a rip’ned core, 
That drops from her difeafe, that matters from her fore, 
-Think’ft thou that paunch, that burlies out thy coat, 
* Isthriving fat; or flefh, that feems fo brawny? 
Thy paunch is dropfied and thy cheeks are bloat; 
| Thy lips are white, and thy complexion tawny; 
ti ae \ ’ i oa 3, " Thy 
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50 Emblemes. Book 1, 
Thy skin’s a bladder blown with watry tumours ; 
Thy flefh a trembling bog, a quagmire full of humours. 


- 


Andthou whofe thrivelefs hands, are ever ftraining - 
Earths fluent breafts into anempty fieve, 
That always haft, yet always art complaining, 
And whin’ft for more than earth has power to give; 
: Whofe treafure flows and flees away as faft ; 
That ever haft, and haft, yet haft not what thou haff. 


6. 


‘Go chufe a fubftance, Foo], that will remain 
Within the limics of thy leaking meafure ; 
Or elfe go feek an urn that will retain 
~The liquid body of thy flipp’ry creafure : 
Alas, how poorly are thy labours crown’d ? 
Thy liquor’s never {weet, nor yet thy veffel found. 


5 
What lefs, than Fool isman to prog and .plot, 
And lavifh out the cream of allhis care, 
To gain poor feeming goods, which being got, 
Make firm pofieffion but a thorow fare, 


Or, ifthey ftay, they furrow thoughts ¢he deeper ; 
And being kept with care,they lofe their careful keeper. 
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Book 1. Emblemes. FE 
S. GREG. Hom. 3, fecund, parte Ezech. 


Tf we give more tothe flefh thanwe ought, we nourifh ane- 
nemy;, if we give not to her neceffity what we ought, we de- 
firoy a Citizen: The flefh is to be fatisfied fofar as fuffices to 

our good , whofoever alloweth fo much to her as to make her 
proud, knoweth not how to be fatisfied : Tobe fatisfied x a 
great art, left bythe fatiety of th2 flefh we break forth in- 
to the iniquity of her folly, 1 


H U GO de anima. 


The heart is a {ma'l thing, but defiveth great matters. 
At is not fufficient for a Kites dinner, yet the whole world is 
not fufficient for it, 3 | 7 


7; -E P I G. i ele i 

What makes thee, Fool, fo far? Fool, thee-fo bare: 
Ye fuck the felf fame milk, the felf-fame air : 

No mean betwixt all paunch, and skin and bone? 
a mean’s a virtue, and the world has none. 
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Book i Emblemess 53. 
XU : 
JOHN 3.19. 


Men love darknefs rather than light, hea 
their deeds are evil. 


Ord, when we leave the world and come to Thee, 
How dull, how flug are we! 
How backward ! How prepofterous i is the motion © 
Of our ungain devotion ° 
Our thoughts are Milftones, and our fouls are lead, 
| And our defires are dead: 
ur vows are fairly promis’d, faintly paid ; 
Or broken or not made ; 
Our betrer work (if any good) attends - 
Upon our private ends ; 
In whofe performance one poor worldly {coff 
Foils us or beats us off. 
if thy fharp {courge find out fome fecret fault, 
| _ We grumble or revolt, 
_ And if thy gentle hand forbear, we ftray, 
: Or idly lofe the Way. 
Isthe road fair? we loyter: clogg’d with mire? - 
_ Weftick or-elfe retire : 
A lamb appears a Lion ; and we fear ; 
Each buth we fee’s a bear. 
When.our dull fouls direét our thoughts to thee, 
As flow as {nails are we : 
But atearth we ‘dart our wing'd defire, 
| We burn, we burn like fire. 
‘Like as the am’rous needle joys to bend 
To her meeneeh friend : 


ice 
eae 


Ee WE clguckiieg 

A fs ‘] 7 < Ik , th ; i 4 
ater." 

* - 


+ 
Tn hw 


Sia Emblentes. Book t, 
Or as the greedy Lovers eye-balls fly | 
3 At his fair Miftrifs eye: 
So, fo we cling to earth ? we fly and -puff, 
Yet fly not faft enough, 
If pleafure beckon with her balmy hand, —S 
~ Mer beck’s a ftrong command: 
If honour calls us with a courtly breath, 
Ws hy An hour’s delay is death : 
If profits golden finger’d charths enveigles, | 
| We clip more {wift than Eagles: 

Let Aufter weep, or bluftring Boreas rore | 

. ill eyes or lungs be fore: 
Let Neptune fwell until his dropfy fides 

pA Burft into broken tides : 

Nor threatning Rocks, nor Winds, nor Waves, nor Firé, 

i Can curb our fierce defire ; 
Nor Fire, nor Rocks, can ftop our furious minds, 

me tinctey aie Nor Waves, nor Winds; | 

How faft and fearlefs do our footfteps flee! 


The light-foot Roe-buck’s not fo {wift as we. 


Ss AUGUST. 
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Book 1: Emblemes. © 85 
§, AUGUST. fup. Pfal, 64. 


Two feveral lovers built two feveral Cities; the love of 
God buildeth a Jerufalem ; the love of the world buildeth a 
Babylon: Let every one enquire of himfelf what he loveth, and 

he fhall refolve himfelf of whence he is a Citizen. 


S. AUGUST. lib. 3. Confeff. 


Allthings are driven by their own weight, and tend to their 
eon center; My weight is my love; by that I am driven 
_whitherfoever I am driven. 


Ibidem. 


Lord, he loveth thee the lefs, that loveth any thing with 
thee, which he loveth not for thees ; | 


EPIG. 13. ae 
Lord, fcourge my Afs, if fhe fhould make no haft, 
And curb my Stag, it he fhould fly too faft:; = 
he be over-{wift, or fhe prove idle, hi 


e * ve lend him a fpur: Fear, herabridlee = 
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Book 1! | 57 


- PSALM 133.3. 
Tilia seine eyes, O Lord, lee L Sleep the 


Sleep of death. are \e " 


& 


tine rYIORROY tf iy OT Ss Seedy YE 

\ Ill’t ne’er be morning ? Will chat promis’d light 
Ne’er break, and clear thofe clouds of night? , 
Sweet! Phofpher, bring tlie day, 9) fr 
whofe conqu’ring ray 

May chafe thefe fogs ; Sweet Pho/pher; bring the day.’ 


~ 


How long ! How:Jong :thall thefe benighted éyes 

. Languithin fhades, like feeble flies 1) . 
xpecting Spring ? How long fhalldarknefsfoil} > 
_ The face of earth, and thus béguile’0 j 

Our fouls of fprightful-aGion ? ‘When; when will day ! 

. Begin todawa, whofe newborn ray 20 

May gild the weather-cocks’ of our devotion, ° 

_ And give our untoul’d foulsnew motion?) 
“> Sweet phifpher, bring theday, slo s + 5 

cf Thy light will fray Sige! ond ‘ame 

Thefe horrid mifts ? Sweet Pho/pher bring the day. 


Let thofe have night that flyly love ’immure 

, Their cloyfter'd crimes, and fin fecure; Male 

Let thofe have night that bluth to lec men know 

_ The bafenefs they ne’er bluth to do; 

et thofe have night chat love to havé a4 nap 

And loft Tgnorance’s lap; 

et thofe whole eyés, ‘like Owls, abhor the light,  — 
iS Ler thofe have night that love the nighr :. . 

Boers rome at E Sweet 
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58 Fmblemeis Book: 1. 
Sweet Phofpher bring the day; ee 

How fad delay 
-* wAflidts dull hopes? Sweet Pha/pher bring the day. 


Alas! my light in vain expecting eyes 
Can find no objeéts, but what rife 

From this poor mortal blaze, a dying fpark 
Ot Vulcan's forge, whofe flames are dark, 

A‘dangerous, dull blue burning light, 
As melancholy as the night : 


Here’s all the Suns chat glifter in the Sphere 
Of earth : Ah me! What comfort’s here? 
| Sweet Pho/pher bring the day 5. 4 
Hafte, hafte away . gue 


Heav’ns Joyt’ring lamp ; Sweet Phofpher, bring the day. 


Blow, Ignoratice : O thou, whofe idle knee - 
Rocks earth into a Lethargy, ) 
And with thyfoory fingers haft bedight 9) 
The worlds fair cheeks, blow, blow thy fpight; 
Since thou haft puft our greater Taper; do 7" 
Puff on, and out the leflertoo;; : 
If ere that breath-exiled flame return, 
Thou haft not blown, as it will burn: 
Sweet Phofpher, bring the day = 
: Light will: repay» sao! {iudig. Soo grin 
The wrongs of night : Sweet Phojpher,: bring the day. 
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Book: i. :  Bablenll 59 


S. AUGUST. in Joh. Ser. x9. ; 

God is all ¥o thee: If thou be hungry, he is bread ; if 

_ thirfty, he is water , if darknefs he is light; If naked, he 
# a robe of immortality. 


ALANUS de cong. nat, . 


God # alight that is never darkned ; An unwearied life . 
that cannot die, a fountain always flowing ; a garden of life; 
«A leminary of wifdom 3 a radical beginning of all goodne/s. 


Sie . VF E P I G. 14. 

_ My foul, If Ignorance puff out this light; 
She'll doa favour that intends a f{pight : 

' ST feems dark abroad ; but take this light away, 
om Thy wittdows will difcover gg a day. 
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XV. + 
REV. 12. 12, 


The Devil is come unto ' you, having great 
wrath, becanfe he knoweth that be hat 
but 2 foort time, ) te 


E both he 
Ord can’ft thou fee and fuffer? is thy hand 

, Still bound toth’peace ; Shall earth’s black Monarch 
_ A full poffeffion of thy wafted land ? (aon. \Gtake 
O, will chy flumb’ring vengeance never wake, 
‘Till fallag’d law-refifting Cuftom fhake == 
| The Pillars of chy right by talfe command? ss 
Unlock thy clouds, great Thund’rer and comedown 

Behold thofe Temples wear thy facred Crown 5 ¥ 
_ Redrefs, redrefs our wrongs; revenge, revenge thy owsl-\ 


- ainigs 
; See how the bold ufurper mounts the feat 
_ Of royal Majefty ; How overftrawing _ Tel 
Perils wich Pleafure, pointingevrythreat  _ wages 
_. With bug-bear death, by torments over-awing ~~ 
| Thy frighted fubjects, or by favours drawing — 
‘Their tempted hearts to his ynjuft retreat, = 

Lord can’ft thou be fo mild, and he fo bold? 

Or can thy flocks be thriving, when the fold 
Ys govern’d by the Fox? Lord, can’ft thou fee and hold ? 


that fwift-wing’d Advocate, that did commence 
Our welcome fuits before the King of Kings, 


a 


62 Emblemes. 

That fweet Embaffador, chat hurries hence 
What ayres th’ harmonious foul or fighs or fings, 
See how fhe fluccers with her idle wings ; 

Her wings are clipt, and eyes put out by fenfe ; 

Senfe conqu’ring Faith is now grown blind and cold, 
And bafely cfaven’d, that in times of old 
Did conquer Heay’n it felf, do what th’ Almighty could, 


4 


Behold how double frand does fcourge and tear 
Aftrea’s wounded fides, plough’d up, and rene 
With knotted cords, whofe fury has no ear; _ 
See how the ftands a pris’ner to be fent — 
A flave into eternal banifhment, Oh acee ) 
I know not whither, O, I know not where: 
Her Patent muft be cancell’d in difgrace ; . 
And fweet-lipt Fraud, with her divided face, 
Muft atk Afirea’s part, muft take Ajtrga’s place, 
we Bea ee > Bi camer 


5 


Faith's pinion’s clipt ! and fair Aftrea gone? 
Quick feeing Faith now blind ? And Fuftice fee ? 

Has Juftice now found wings? And has Fa'th none? 
What do we here? Who would not wifh to be 
Diffolv’d trom earth, and with Aftrea flee 

From this blind dungeon to that Sun bright Throne? 
Lord, is thy Scepter loft, or laid afide ? 

Ys hell broke loofe, and all her fiends untied ? 

Lord,tife, and rouze, & rule, and cruth their furious pride, 
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Book 1. © Bmblemes. 63 
PETER RAV. in Matth. : 
a 


The Devil is the author of evil,the fountain of wickedne/s, 
the adverfary of the truth, the corrupter of the World, mans 
perpetual enemy ; he planteth fnares, diggeth ditches ,{purreth 
bodies he goadeth fouls, he fuggefteth thoughts, belcheth anger, 
expofeth virtues tohatred,maketh vices beloved, fowetherror , 
nourifheth contention, difturbeth peace and (cattereth affliction. 


MACAR, 

Let us fuffer with thofe that fuffer ; And be cruct ed, with 
thofe that are crucified, that we may be glorified with thofe 
that are glorified. “i! : 

SAVANAR. 


If there be no enemy, no fight if no fight, no vittory 5 if 
no victory, no crowne tia Sa 


EPIG. 75. 5 4 
My foul, fic thoua patient looker ons , 


Judge not the play before the play isdones 
Her plot has many changes: Every day . 
_ Speaks a new Scene; the laft att crowns the Play, 
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SECOND BOOK. 


Byer Lo AAR 8s i 


You that walk inthe light of ‘your om fre: ‘: 
and in the Sparks that ye have kindled, 
ye fall lie down in hisses 


| D°: filly Cupid, {nuff itd trim 
| Thy falfe, thy féeble light, ; 
And make her felf-confuming flames more bright ; 

Methinks fhe burns too dim, 

Is this that {prightly fire, Be gee 
_ Whofe more than facred beams infpire = 
The ravifhe hearts 6f men, and fo inflame defire? 

a 
See, Boy, eae thy unthrifey blaze 
Confumes, how faft fhe wains; — 

She fpends her felf, and her, whofe wealth maintains 
_ ,Herweak, her’ ‘idle rays, | | 


Cannot thy luftful blaft | ; ee 
Which gave it Juftre, make it laft! ria ( faft? 
What heart can long be pleas'd,where pleafure petit fo 
* 3 > 2 


Go, Wanite: place thy palefac’d light 
. Where never- -breaking day" 
Intends to vifit mortals, or difplay 
Thy fullen fhades of hight: 
~ _-Thy torch will burn more clear 
To mights wn-Titan'’d Hemifphere,; 


ns {cornful lames and thine can never co appear. 
Ir 


S56 | Enblemes. : Book 2. 
: | | 


In vainthy bufie hands addrefs:” 
Their labour to difplay . 
Thy eafie blaze within the Verge of day ; 
" The greater drowns the lefs ¢ 
If Heav’ns bright glory fhine, — 
Thy glim’ring {parks muft needs refign ; | 
Puffouc heay’ns glory then,or heaven will work out thine. 


i) 


Go, Cupid’s rammifh Pander, go, - 
- Whofe dull, whofe lowdefire =~ 
Can find fafficient warmch from Natures fire, 
' Spend borrow’d breath, and blow, 
Blow wind made ftrong with fpight; 
When thou haft pufc the greater light | 
Thy leffer {park may fhine,and warm the new-made night 


6 


Deluded Mortals, tellme when 
' Your daring breath has blown Suh f 
Heav’ns Taper out, and you have fpent your own, 
‘What fire fhall warm you then? : a 
Ah fools, perpetual night 
Shall haunt your Souls with Stygian fright, | 
‘Where they fhall boil in flames, but flames fhall ba : 
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Book 2,  -Bmblemis. 67 
| S AUGUST. 


| The fufficiency of my merit, is to know that my merit is 
‘not fufficient, : | 


S. GREG. Mor. 25, 


By how much the lefs man feeth himfelf, by fo much the 
Lefs he d'fpleafeth himfelf;, and by hove much the more he feeth 
‘bhe light of Grace, by {o much the more he difdaineth the 
light of nature, ; er 


S. GREG. Mor. 


The light of the underftanding, humility &indleth, and 
pride covereth. Sian ies EA on, ie 


bas | EPTG. x. 
‘Thou blow’ft heav’ns fire, che whil’ft thou go’ft about, 
Rebellious fool, in vain to blowit our, be 
‘Thy folly adds confufion to thy death; | 
Heav’ns fire confounds, when fann’d with F ollies breath. 
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Book 2, Emblemes.§ = 6H 
ee | 
ECCLES. 4.8. 


There is no end of all his labour, neither is 


his Eye fatisfied with Riches. 


How our wid’ned arms can over-ftretch: | 

, Their own dimenfions! How.our hands can.reach 
Beyond their diftance ! How our yielding breaft. 
Can fhrinkto be more full, and full poffeft aan 
Of this inferiour Orb?) How earth refin’d gaat ap 
Can cling to fordid earth! How kind to kind!» ». 
We gape, we grafp, we gripe, add ftore 10 ftore,, 
Enough requires too much; too much.craves more... . 
We charge our fouls fo fore beyond their ftint, .... .. ; 
That we recoil or burft: the bufie Mint ‘ty Oranges 
Of our laborious thoughts is ever going, . Sear 
And coyning new defires.; defires notknowing . ., 
Where next to pitch, but like the boundlefs Ocean © 
Gain,and gain ground,and grow more ftrong by motion. 
‘The pale-fac’d Lady of the black ey’d night 
Firft tips her horned brows with eafie lighr, 
Whofe curious train of fpangled Nymphs attire 
Her next nights glory with increafing fire ; 

Each Ev’ning adds more luftre, and adorns 

The growing beauty of her grafping horns: 

She fucks and draws her brother’s golden ftore, 
Until her glutted orb can fuck no more, 
‘Ey’n fothe Vulture of infatiate minds 
Still wants, and wanting feeks, and _feeking finds 
New fewel'to increafe her rav’nous fire, 
The grave is fooner cloy’d than mens defire: 
‘We crofs the Seas, and midft her waves we burn, 
“Tranfporting lifes, perchance that ne'er return; 


We 


70, Evblemes: Book 2, 
We fack, we ranfack to the utmoft fands : 

Of native kingdoms, and of foreign lands; 

‘We travel Sea and Soil, we pry, we proul, 

We progrefs, and we prog trom pole to pole; 

We fpend our mid-day {weat, our midnight oy], 

We tire the night in thought, the day in coil; 

We make Art fervile; and che Trade gentile, 

(Yet both corrupted. with ingenious guile) 

To compafs earth, and with her empry ftore © 

To fill our arms, and grafp one handful more ; 

Thus feeking reft, our labours never ceafe, 

But as our years, our hot defires increafe : 

Thus we, poor little Worlds! with blood and fwéat 
In vain attempt to comprehend the great; ; 
Thus, in our gain become we gainful lofers, 

And what's enclos’d, enclofes the enclofers, ° 

Now Reader clofe thy book, and then advife; ' 

_ Be wifely worldly, be not worldly wife; =~ 

Let not thy nobler thoughts be always raking | 
The world’s bafe'dunghil, vermin’s took by taking : 
Take heed thou truft not the deceitful lap : 
Of wanton Dalilabs ‘The world’s 'a‘Trap. 
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Book «24 Emblemes, ot 
HUGO de anima, 


Tell me where be thofe now,that fo lately loved and hugg'’d 
the world 2? Nothing remaineth of them but duft and worms ; 
Obferve what thofe men were; what thofe men are: They 
were likethee; they dideat, drink; laugh, and led merry 
days, and in a moment flipt into hell. Here their flefh is 
food for worms, there their Souls are fewel for fire, till 
they fhall be rejoyned in an unhappy fellowfbip, and caft into 
eternal torments ; where they that were once companions in 
fin, fhall be hereafter partners in punifoment. 


a 


q 
, 


Gripe, Cupid, and gripe ftill, until that wind, 
_That’s pent before, find fecret vent behind : 

And when th’aft done, hark here, I tell chee what, 
Before ['ll cruft chy armful, Fil cruft chat. 
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‘Book. 2  Ewblemess. 73 | 
lil. : : 
JOB 18.8. 


He is caft into a net by his own feet; and 
walketh upon a fnare. : 
4% 
‘ j I 


Wit ? nets and quiver too? What néed there alt 
. Thefe fly devices to betray poor men ? 
Die they not faft enough when thoufands fall 
Before thy dart? What need thefe engines then? 
Attend they not, and anf{wer co thy call, 
dake MBH. coveys where thou liftand when? _ . 
a“ hat needs a ftratagem. where ftreagcth can fway?_ 
', Of what needs ftrengch compel,wheré none gainfay ¥ 
Or what needs ftratagem or ftrength, where hearts obey? 


2. 


Husband thy flights: fe is bue vain ¢o wafte _ eo 
Honey on thofe chat will be catch’d wich gall,” 
Thou canft not, ah! thou canft. noc bid fo faft — 
Asmen obey: Thou art more flow to call rf 
Than they to.come; chou canft not make fuch haft 
’ To ftrike, as they being ftruck make haft to fall, 
Go fave thy nets for that rebellious heart, | 
,,, That feorns thy pow’r, and has obtained che art 
T’avoid chy flying fhaft, ro quench thy fry dare. 


3 


Loft mortal, how is thy deftruction fure, 
Between two bawds, and both without renorfe ! 
wartkarii KF The 


74 | Emblemes. Book 2. 
The one’s a line, the t’other is a Lure; 
This to intice thy foul, that to enforce : 
Way-laid by both, how canft thou ftand fecure ? 
Thatdraws; this wooes thee to th’ eternal curfe. 
O charming Tyrant, how haft thou befool’d 
And flav’d poor man that would not if he could 
Avoid thy line, thy lure ; nay could not if he would! 


Ne 


Alas, thy {weet perfidious voice betrays 
. His wanton ears with thy Syrenian baits ; 
Tho wrap’ft his eyes in mifts, then boldly lays 
Thy Lethal ‘gins before their chryftal gates; 
Thou lock’ft up ev’ry fenfe with thy falfe keys, 
All willing pris’ners to thy clofe deceits: — _ 
His ear moft nimble, where it deaf fhould be, * 
His eye moft blind, where moft it ought co fee, Sa 
And when his heart’s moft bound, then thinks himfelf moft 


>) 
“Thou grand Impoftor, how haft thou obtain’d 
The wardfhip of the world? Are all men turn’d 
Ydeots and Lunaticks? are all retain’d . 
Beneath thy fervile bands? Is none return’d . 
To his forgotten felf? Hasnone regain’d 
His fenfes? .Are their fenfes all adjourn’d ? . 
What none difmift chy Courc? Will no plump fee 
Bribe thy talfe fifts to make a glad decree, _ 
T’ nnfool whom thou haft fool’d, and fer thy pris’ners 


Es oe BN 


Books. Enblemies: 95 
S: BERN. in Ser; 


_ In this world is much treachery, little truth; here all 
things are traps; here every thing is befet with [nares here 
fouls are endangered, bodies are affigted; here all things 
are vanity and vexation of [pitit. ‘ 


TEA A er es ae 
Nay, Cupid, pitch thy trrammel, where thou pleafe, 
' Thou canft not fail to take fuch fith as thefe? . 

Thy thriving fport willne’er be fpent: noneed _ 
Tofear, when ev’ry cork’s a world, thowlt fpeed. 
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IV. 
HOSEA 13.2. 


Lhey foall be as the chaff that is driven with 
a whirlwind out of the floor, and as the 
Smoke out of the Chiumey. 


‘Lint-hearced Stoicks, you, whofe marble eyes 
Contemn a wrinkle, and whofe fouls defpife 

To follow nature's too affected fathion, 
Or travel in the Regent walk of Paffion ; 
Whofe rigid hearts difdain to fhrink at fears, 
Or play at faft and loofe, with fmiles and tears ; 
Come burft your fpleens with laughter ro behold 
A new found vanigy{jwhich days of old 
Ne’er knew; :a vatiity, that has befec 
The world, and made more flaves than Mahomet ; 
That has condemn’d us to the fervile yoke 
Of flavery, and made us flaves to fmoke. 
‘Bat ftay ;’ why cax I rhus our modern times, : 
For new-born follies, and for new-born crimes? py 
Are we fole guilty, and the firft age free? 
No, they were fmok'd and flav’d as well. as we: (fure 
What's {weet-lipt Honours blaft, but fmoke ? What's trea- 


_ Bur very fmoke? And what moresfmoke than pieafure ? 


Alas! they’re all but fhadows, fumes and blafts, 
That vanithes, this fades, the other waftes. 
The reftlefs Merchant, he that loves to fteep 

His brains in wealth, and lays his foul to fleep 


In bags of Bullion, fees ch’ immortal crown, 


And fain would mount, but Ingots keep him down : 


"Me brags to day, perchance, and begs to morrow : 


He Jent but now, wants credit now co borrow ; | 
* “ 9 } Blow 
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Blow winds the treafure’s gone, the merchant’s broke; 
A flave to filver’s but a flave to {moke. | 
Behold the Glory-vying child of fame, 

Thar from deep wounds fuck fuch an honour’d name, 
That chinks no purchafe worth the {tile of good, 

But what is fold for fweat, and feal’d with blood ; 
That for a point, a blaft of empty breath, Ss. 
Undaunted gazes in the face of death, | 
Whofe dear bought bubble, fill’d with vain renown, 
Breaks with a phillip, ora Gen’rals frown: 
His ftroke-got Honour, flaggers with a ftroke ; 

A flave to honour, is a {lave to fmoke. 

And that fond fool who waffes his idle days 

In loofe delights, and {ports about the blaze 

Of Cupid’s Candle; he that daily {pies 

Twin babies in his Miftrifs Gemini’s, 

Whereto his fad devotion does impart | 
The {weer burnt offering of a bleeding heart : ) 
See, how his wings are fing’d in Cyprian fire, | 
Whofe flames confume with youth, ™ age expire: 
The World’s a bubble, all che pleaffifes ip ir, 
Like morning vapours vanifh in a minute : 

The vapours vanifh, and the bubble’s broke; 

A flave to pleafure, is a flave to fmoke. » . 
Now, Stoick, ceafe thy laughter, and repaft 
Thy pickled cheeks with tears, and weep as faft. 
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S. HIERON. 


 - That richmanis great, who thinketh not bim/elf great, be- 
caufe heis rich ; the proud man (whois the poor man) braggeth 
outwardly, but beggeth inwardly : He is blownup, but not full. 


PETR. RAY. 


- Vexation and anguifh accompany riches and honour : the 

pomp of the world, and the favour of the people, are but 
fmoke; and a blaft fuddenly vanifbing : Which if they come 
monly pleafe, commonly bring repentance, and for a minute of 
joy, they bring-an age of forrow. 


\ 


E PIG, 4. 

_ Cupid, thy diet’s ftrange : Ir dulls, ic rowzes, 

It cools, it heats, it binds, and then it loofes: 
‘Dull-fprightly-cold-hot fool, if ev’r it winds thee 
Into a loofenefs once, grea ic binds thee. 
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V.. 
PROV. 23. 5, 


Wilt thou fet thine eyes upon that which is 
uot >? for riches make themfelves wings, 
they flic away as an Eagle. : 


4 
| ee world, thou ly’ft: thou canft not lend 
Theleaft delight: “°°” 
Thy favours cannot gain a Friend, 
They are fo flight : 
hy morning pleafures make an end’ 
" To pleafe at night: =~ 
Poor are the wants that thou fupply’ft: | 
And yet thou vaune'ft, and yet thou vy’ft (ly it. 
With Heaven ; fond earththonboaft’tt ; falfe World thou 


. | cue 
Thy babling tongue tells golden tales 
Of endlefs treafure ; 

Thy bounty offers eafie fales 

. i Of lafting pleafure ; 
Thou ask’ft the Conf{cience what the ails, 

‘(en . And fwear’ttto eafe her; 
There’s none can wane where thou fupplyft : 
‘There’s none can give where thou deny ft, 
Alas, fond world chou boaftft; falfe world thou ly’ft. 


re 5 


What well advifed ear regards 

al ~ What earth can fay? 

Thy words are gold, but thy rewards — 

ery Are painted clay; 

alle feast cust Thy 
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Thy cunning can but pack the cards 
Thou canft not play; 
Thy game at weakeft ftill thou 4! ft; 
If feen, and then revy’d, deny’ 
Thou art not what thou feem’ ht ‘alte world, thou ly'ft. 


4 


Thy tinfil bofome feems a mint 

Of new.coin’d treafure, 
A Paradife, that has no ftint, ! 

No change, no meafure; 

A painted cask, but nothing in’t, 

Nor wealth, nor pleafure : 
Vain earth! that falfly thus comply’ ft 
With man: Vain man, that thou rely'ft 
On earch; Vain man thoudor'ft ; Vain earth thou yi 


3 


What mean dull fouls, in this high meafure 
To haberdafh 
In earths bafe wares, whofe greateft treafure 
Isdrofsand trafh? | 
The height of whofe inchanting pleafure 
Is but a flath? 

Are thefe the site hat thou fupply'ft 

Us mortals with? Are thefe the high’ft? . 
Can thefe bring cordial peace ? falfe world chou ly'ft. 


{ 
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! PET. BLES, | 
The world is deceitful; her end is doubtful, Her conclufie 


on is horrible; her Fudge is terrible; and her punifhment 
is intolerable. ‘ 


S, AU GUST. lib. Confeff 


The vain-glory of this world is a, deceitful fweetne/s,a fruit. 
lejs labour ;a-per iY, 4 dangerous honour : Her begin. 
ning is without providence and her end not without repentance, 


S 4 


EPIG. 5. 

Vorld, th’ arta Traytor; thou haft ftampe thy bafe 
ind chymick metal with great Cefar’s face," 

’ with thy baftard bullion thou haft barter’d 

or wares of price; how juftly drawn and quarter’d! 
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Ste decyptt orbus, — 
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VI. 


LO Ras. St. 


: eo. ‘ Pies ry ° ® | e 
Let not him that is deceived truft in vanity, 
; ¥ as e Ay j sn s 
te e 44 bis ‘recompence. 


u canit efpie 


Her mif-inform’d beholders eye ; 
Her Chryftal’s falfly fteel’d : ic feacters 
Deceitful beams. Believe her not, fhe flatcers. 


€ . f 2- 
This flaring mirrour reprefents 
No right proportion, view or feature : 
Her very looks are complements ; 
They make thee fairer, goodlier, greater, 
The skilful glofs of her reflection 
But paints the Context of thy courfe complexion. 


Were thy dimenfion but a ftride, 
Nay, wert thou ftacur’d but a {pan, 
Such as the long-bill’d troops defi'd, 
_ A very fragment of a man? } 
| She'll make thee Mimas, which ye will, 
The Fove-flain Tyrant, or th’ Zonick hill, — 


Had furfeits, or th'ungracious Star 
_ Confpir’d to make one common place 
eh | : r? a 

ra p ae 
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Of all deformities that are 3 | 
Wichin the volume of thy face, 

_ She'd lend thee favour fhould out-move 

The Troy-bane Helen; or the Queen of Love. 
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Look off, let 
Abus’d?: 2. 
Thy felf’s the o 
But ‘cis thy fhad 

. And fhadows: 
The nearer we approach tk 


, STR ey ; ues 
ie PS 1 Ova: : ; 
¢ 


Where Heav'ns bright beamsfook more dire&t, 
_ The thadow thrinks.as they. grow ftronger. 
But when they glance their fair afpett;- , 
The bold-fac’d fhade grows larger, longer: 
_ And when their lamp begins to fall, __. 
Thincreafing fhadows lengthen moft of all. 


wy as i 4 


The foul that. feeks the noon of grace, 
Shrinks in, but {wells if ie retreat, 
As heav’n lifts up, or veils his face, . 
Our felf-efteems grow lefs or great.’ ee 
The leaft is greareft, and whofhall  ° | 
Appear the greateft, are the leaft of ee ae 
HO diese aes ace 
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HUGO: Jib: ar animes, 


_ In vain he lifteth up the eye of his heart to behold his God, 
who is not firft rightly advifed to behold himfelf : Firft, thaw 
muft fee the vifible things of thy felf, before thou canft be 
prepared to know the invifible things of God; for if thon 
canjt not apprehend the things within thee, thou cant nk 
comprehend the things ab ve thee é the beft looking glajs, 
wherein to fee thy God, \# perfectly to fee thy (elf. == 
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. EPIG. 6. 
Be not deceiv’d great Fool: there is no lofs 
[a being fmall; great bulks but {well-with drofs, 
flan is Heav’ns Mafter-piece : if ic appear 
fore great, the value’s lefs; if lefs, more dear. 
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VIL. 
DEUTERONOMY 30. 19. 


I have Jet before thee life and death, bleffing 
and curfing, therefore choofe life, that thon. 
_ and thy feed may live. 


I 


He world’s a Floor, whofe {welling heaps retain: 

i The mingled wages of the Ploughmans coil ; 

he world’s a heap, whofe yet unwinnow’d grain 

Is lodg’d with chaff and buried in her foil ; 

All things are mixt, the ufeful with the vain; 

_ The good with bad, the noble withthe vile; 
The world’san Ark, wherein things pure and grofs 

». Prefent.their lofsful gain, and gainful lofs, 

Where ev'ry dram of gold contains a pound of drofs, 


fs 


This furnifh’'d Ark prefents the greedy view oe 

_ Wich all that earth can give, or Heav'n can add;’ | 

dere lafting joys; here pleafures hourlynew, | _ 
And hourly fading, may be wifh’d and had: 

All points of Honour, counterfeit and true, _ 
Salute thy foul, and wealth both good and bad: 

Here maift.thou open wide the two leay’d door 
.._ Of all thy wifhes, to receive that ftore 
Which’ being empty moft, does overflow the mores 
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3 


Come then my foul, approach this royal Burfe, 
And fee what wares our great Exchange retains ; 
Come, come; here’s that fhall make a firm divorce 
Betwixc thy wantsand thee, if want complains ; 
No teed to fic in council with thy purfe, °° -  ® 
Here’s nothing good fhall coft more price than pains; 
But O my foul take heed, if thou rely 
Upon thy faithlefs Opticks thou wilt buy 
Too blind a bargain : Know, fools only trade by th’ eye, 


4 


The worldly wifdom of the foolifh man 
Is like a fieve, that does alone retain 
The groffer fubftance of the worthlefs bran : \ 
But thou, my foul, let thy brave thoughts difdain ~ 
So courfe a purchafe, O be thou a fan 
To purge the chaffand keep the winnow’d grain : 
Make clean thy choughts, and drefs thy mixe defires 
Thou art Heav'ns tasker; and thy God requires, — 
The Pureft of thy flour, as well as of thy fires. = 


5 


Let grace condu& theeto the paths of peace, 
And wifdom blefs the fouls unblemif’d ways, 
No matter then, how fhort or long’s the leafe, as 
Whofe date determines thy felf-numbred days: 
No need to care, for wealth’s or fame’s increafe, is 
Nor Mars his Palm, nor high Apollo’s Bays. 
Lord, if thy gracious Sgncy pleafe to fill ” 
"Phe floor ‘of my defires,"and teach me skill 
Todrefs and chufe the corn,take thofe the chaff that will. 


Ehime s. AUGUST. 
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—-S AUGUST, Jib, 1. de do&. Chrifti, 


Temporal things more ravifh in the expeétation than in frui- 
tion : But things eternal more inthe fruitionthan expectation, 


Ibidem. 


The life of man is the middle between Angels and Beafts : 
if mantakes pleafure in carnal things, be is compared to 
beafts : but if be delight in {piritual things, he is {uited with 
Angels, 


E PIG. to, ° 

_ Art thou a child? Thou wile not then be fed, 

- But like a child, and with the childrens bread ; 
~ Bue thou art fed with chaff, or corn undreft ; 
__ My foul thou favour’f{t too much of the beaft. 
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Book 2: Emblemes. 93 


VIL. 


PHILIPPIANS 3.10. 


They wind earthly things, but our converfa- 
tion is in Fleaven. 


Venws, Diz. Cupid’ 
Wea IK 7H means this peevifh babe ? Whith, lullaby» 
* What ails my babe? What ails my babe to 
Will nothing ftill ic? Will ic neither be (cry? 
Pleas’d with the nurfes breaft, nor mothers knee? 
What ails my bird? What moves my froward boy 
To make fuch whimp’ring faces? Peace, my joy: 
Will nothing do? Come, come this pectifh brar, 
Thus cry and brawl, and cannot tell for what ? 
Come bufs and friends, my lamb; whith lullaby, 
What ails my. babe ?, What ails my babe to cry? 
Peace, peace my dear ;-alas thy early years 
Had never faults to merit half thefe tears; 
Come finile upon me: Let thy mother fpie 
Thy fathers image in her babies eye : 
Husband thefe guilty drops againft thee rage 
Of harder fortunes, and the gripes of age; 
Thine eye’s not ripe for tears: Whifhlullaby; 
What ails my babe, me {weet facd babe to cry? . - 
Look, look, what’s here! A dainty golden thing ; 
See how the dancing bells turn roundandring = 
To pleafe my bantling! Here’s a knack will breed 
An hundred kiffes: Here’s a knack indeed, © — 


Gz $0 
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So, now my bird is whice, and !ooks as fair 

As Pelops fhoulder, or like a milk-white pair: 

Heres right the father’s fmile; when Afars beguil'd 

Sick Venus ot her heart, juftthus he fmild, 


Divine C upid. 


Well may they {mile alike; thy bafe-bred boy 
And his bafe fire had both ore caufe, a toy: 
How well their fubjeéts and their fmiles agree ? 
Thy Cupid finds a toy, and Mors found thee: 
Falfe Queen of beauty, Queen of falfe delights, 
Thy knee prefents an Embleme, that invites 

Man to himfelf, whofe felf tranfported heare ~ 
(Oe’r-whelm’d with native forrows, and the fmart 
Of purchas’d griefs) lies whining night and day, 
Not knowing why, till heavy-heel’d delay, : | 
The dull-brow’d Pander of defpair, lays by | 
His leaden buskings, and prefents his eye . | 
With antick trifles, which th’ indulgence earth 

Makes proper objects of mans childifh mirth, ~~ 
Thefe be the coyn that pafs, the fweets that pleafe ; ‘ 
There’s nothing good, there’s nothing great but thefe; 
_ Thefe be the pipes that bafe borh minds dance after, ‘ 
And turn immod’rate tears to lavifhlaughter; 
Whilft Heav’nly raprures pafs without regard ; 

Their {trings are harfh and their high ftrains unheard ; 
The ploughmans whiftle or the trivial fluce 
- Find more refpeé& than great Apollo’s lute: 

Weill look to Heav’n, and truft to higher joys; 

Let {wine love ht'sks, and children whine for toys. 


S. BERN, — 


y 


‘Book 2, Emblemes. sige os” 
S. BERN, 


That is the true and chief joy which is not conceived from the 
creatute,but received fromthe Creator which( being once poffest 
thereof) none can take from thee : Whereto all pleafure being 

compared is torment,all joy is grief,fweet things are bitter,all 
glory is bafenefs, and all delectable things are defpicable. 


Ss. BERN. 


Foy in a changeable fabject mult neceffarily change as the 
fubjeG changeth. | . 


. EPIG, & | 
Peace, childifh Cupid, peace: thy finger'd eye _ 
But cries for what, in time, will make thee crys 
~ But are thy peevifh wranglings thus appeas'd? 
Well mayeft thou cry, ues art fo poorly pleas d. 
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oe 


IX. 
ISAIAH ro, 36 


What will you doin the day of your viftta- 
tion? to whom will ye flie for help? and 
where will you leave your glory > , 


97 


I 
ie this that jolly God, whofe Cyprian bow 


Has fhot fo many flaming darts,’ 
And made fo many wounded Beauties go 
Sadly perplex’d with whimp’ring hearts ? 
Is this that Sov’reign Diety that brings 
\ The flavith world in awe, and flings (Kings ? 
The blundring fouls of {wains, and ftops the hearts of 


x if pe 2 
What Circean charm, what Hecatean fpighe 
_ Has thusabus’d the God of love? — * 
Great Fove was vanquifh’d by his greater might; 
(And who is ftronger arm’d than Jove) ”” 
~~ Or has our luftful god perform’d a Rape, 
-., And (fearing Argus eyes) would {cape? 
The view of jealous earth, in this prodigious fhape. 


Where be thofe rofie cheeks, that lately {corn’d 
_ The malice of injurious Fates ? ih or Ba 

Ah, where’s thar pearl Percullis that adorn’d | 
 Thofe dainty two-leav’d Ruby gates ? | 

~ ‘Where be thofe killing eyés that fo controll’d 

_._ The world ? And locks that did infold ; 

ak knots of flaming wire; like curls of burnifh’d gold? 
Se eae Ye x My a * No, 


. 4 
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4 
No, no ’twas neither Hecatean fpite, 
Nor charm below, nor pow’r above; 
*Twas neither Circe’s fpell, nor ftygian {p’rite 
That thus transform’d our God of Love, -— ; 
. rwas owl-ey’d Luft (more potent far chanthey) © 
~. Whofe eyesand attions hate the day: 
Whom all the world.obferve, whom all the world obey. 


5. 

See how the latter Trumpets dreadful blatt 

Affrights ftout Mars his trembling fon ! 
See, how he ftartles! how he ftands agaft, 

And {crambles trom his melting Throne * 

Hark how the direful hand of vengeance tears 

"The fwelr’ring clouds, whilft Heav’n appears 
A circle fill’d with flame, and ceatred with his fears. 


6 


This is that day, whofe oft report hath worn 
Neglected tongues of Prophets bare ; 
The faithlefs fubject of the worldlings fcorn, 
The fum of Men and Angels pray'r : ee 
This, this che day, whofe All-difcerning light 
' Ranfacks the fecret dens of night, 
And fevers good from bad , true joys from falfe delight. 


~ Where light ne’er fhot his golden ray, 
That hide your a¢tions in Cimmerian fhades, ? 
How will your eyes endure this day ried , 
Hills will be deaf, and mountains vill not hear? 
There be no caves, no corners there, (feat 


To fhade your fouls from fire, to fhield your hearts from 


HUGO 
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7 
You grov'ling worldlings, you, whofe wifdom trades 
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HUGO. 


a 


O the extreme loathfomnefs of flefbly luft, which not on- 


ly effeminates the mind, but enerves the body; which not 
mly diftaineth the foul, but difguifeth the perfon\ It is 
ifbered with fury and wantonnefs it is accompanied with 
Althinefs and uncleanne/s ; and it is followed with grief and 


epentance. 


' E PI G. 9. ; 
What? fweer fac’d Curid, has thy baftard-treafure, 
Thy. boafted honours and thy bold-fac’d pleafure — 

plex’d thee now? I told thee long ago, 
peat they'd bring thee, fool, To wit, to woe, 
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X. 


NAHUM 2. 10. 


* 


She is empty, and void, and wafte: 


1 


Gre s empty : hark, fhe founds, there’ s nothing there 
But noife to fill chy ear ; 

Thy vain enquiry can at length but find 
A blaft of murm’ring wind : 

It is a cask, that feems as full, as fair, 
But meerly tunn’d with air ; ; 

Fond youth, go build’thy hopes on better grounds ; 
The foul thac vainly founds 

Her joys upon this world but feeds on cine founds, 


2 


She’s empty : hark, fhe founds : there's nothing in’t, 
The fpark-ingendring flinc 
Shall fooner melt, and hardeft raunce fhall firft 
Diffolve and quench thy thirft, 
E’ re this falfe world fhall ftill thy ftormy breaft 
With {mooth-fac’d calms of reft. 
Thou a i as well expect Meridian light 
From fhades of black-mouth'd night, 
AS in his empty world to find a full delighe, 


She's 
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3 


_ She’sempty: hark, fhe founds; ’tis vita and vatt ; 
What if fome flatt’ring blaft 
Of flatuous honour fhould perchance be there, 


And whifper in thine ear? 5 
Ic is bue wind, and blows but where ir lift, ‘ 
- And vanifheth like a mift, g 


Poor Boson earth can give! What gen’roys mind 
‘i: Would be fo bafe to bind: bs 
Her Heav’ n ick foul a flave to ferve a blaft of wind? — 


r4 


- She’s empty : hark, fhe founds: *tis but a ball 
"For fools to play withall : 
The painted film but of a fironger bubble, ‘ 
That’s lin’d with filken trouble : 
Icisa world, “whofe work:and recreation 
Is vanity and vexation ; 
A Hag, repair’d with vice’ complexion paint, 
A queft houfe of complaint; 
Iris a faint, a fiend, worfe fiend, when moft a faint. 


e5 


‘ She’ sempry 4 hark, the founds :,’cis vain and void, 
” What’ s here tobe enjoy’d 
But grief and ficknefs, and large bills of forrow; 
. Drawn. now, and crofs’d to morrow? 
Or whats are men, bur puffs of dying breath, : 
_. Reviv'dowith living death? _ 
‘Fond lad, ©, build thy hopes.on furer grounds. 
Than what.dull flefh propounds: _ 
Truft not this hobo world. E tele smpTys hark, fhe founds 


S. CHRYS 
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S. CH RYS. in Ep. ad Heb. 


Contemn riches, and thou fhalt be rich, contemnglory and 
thou fhalt be glorious ; contemn injuries, and thou (halt be a 
conqueror, contemn velt, and thou fhalt gainreft ; contemn 
earth and thou fhalt find Heaven 


HUGO lib. de Vanit, mundi. 


The world is a vanity which affordeth neither beauty to 


the amorous, nor reward to the laborious, nor encouragement 
to the induftrious. 


EPIG. fo. 


This Houfe is to be let for life or years ; 
Her rent is forrow, and her Income tears: 
Cupid, ’t has long ftood void; her bills make known, 
She muft be dearly let, orletalone. § ; 
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XI. 
MAT TH. 9.14), 


Corrie is the way that leadeth unto life, 
and few there be that find it. 
sd 


Repoft’rous fool, thou troul’{t amifs ; 

* Thou err’ft ; that’s not the way, ’tis this: 
hy hopes inftructed by thine eye, 
lake thee appear more near than I : 
ly floor is not fo flat, fo fine, 
nd has more obvious rubs chan thine: 
iS true my way is hard and ftraic, ~ 
tid leads me through a thorny gate: 
/hofe rankling pricks are fharp and fell ; 
he Common way to Heav’n’s by hell: 
‘istrue; thy path is fhore and fair, ‘ 
nd free from rubs: Ah, fool, beware, se 
he fa i road's not always ev'n; 
he way to Hell’s a feeming Heav’n: ‘ gat 
hink’ft thou the Crown of Glory’s had. “ane 
‘ith idle eafe, fond Cyprian lad ? ae 
hink’ft chou, that mirth, and vain delights, 
gh feed, and fhadow-fhortning nights, 
ft knees, full bags and beds of down, 
fé proper prologues to a Crown ? 
t canft thou hope to come and view, » 
ke profperous Cafar, and fubdue? 
nébond flave Ufurer will trudge, 
Apight of Gouts. will curn a drudge, | 
nd ferve his foul-condemning purfe, 
‘increafe it wich the widows curfe; 

| Hi 3 And 
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And fhall the crown of glory ftand | 
Not worth the waving of an hand? 
The flefhly wanton to obtain 
His minute-luft, will count it gain ‘ 
To lofe his freedom, his eftate, 
Upon fo dear, fo. fweet a fate; 

Shall pleafures thusbe priz’d, and muft 
Heav'ns Palm be cheaper than a Inft? 
The true-bred fpark, to hoife his name 
Upon the waxen wings of fame, 

Will fight undaunted ina flood 

That’s rais'd with brackifh drops and blood 
And fhallthe promis‘d crown of life 

Be thought atoy, not worth a ftrife? 

An eafie good brings eafie gains ; 


But things of price are bought with pains: — 


The pleafing way is not the right: 
He that would conquer Heav’n muft fight. 


3 
Ps y 
x ; Ore 


é oA ee 
Rite e's Wk se 
‘i. i 


S. HIERON 


{ 


ee 
cD hl 7 


Book, 2. ; ¥- Bublen es . ; “107 
S. HIERON. in Ep. . 


wee “ES Bao 
_) No labour is hard, no Mme is long, wherein the glory of 
Eternity is the mark we level at. 


. S. GR EG, lib, 3. Mor, 


) The valour of a juft man is to conquer the fle(h, to contra- 
ditt his ownwill, to quench the delights of this prefent life, 
to endure and love the miferies of this world for the reward 
of a better, to contemnthe flatteries of pro{perity,and inward- 
by to overcome the fears of adverfity. 


¢ 


oo EPIG. ir, | 
0 Cupid, if thy fmoother way were right, 
Mhould miftruft chis Crown were counterfeit : 
The way’s not eafie where the Prize isgreat ; . 
Lhope no Virtues, where I {mell no fweat, 
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"GALAT. 6. 14. 
God forbid that I on glory, favein the 


Crofs. 
i 


he nothing. fettle my uncertain breaft, 
nd fix my rambling love ? 
Can my affections find our nothing beft,, > 
But ftill and ftill remov: a 
Has earth no mercy? will no Ark of reft 3 
Receive my reftlefs Dove? — 
fs there no good, than which there’s nothing higher, 
To blefs my full defire 
With joys that never change; with} feys thar, ne'er expire? 


2 
i wanted wealth ; and ar my dear requeft, & f 
Earth lent a tick fupply 5 E 
| wanted. mirth to har my fallen Ceatte 
And who more brisk than LP? } 
| wanted fame.to glarine therefts . deh god 
My fame flew eagle-high; =“ 
fly joy nor fully ripe, but all decay’d ; ( 
Wealth vanith’d ‘like a fhade,” 
AY 1 mirth began to flag, my fame began to fade, 
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he wl an Ocean hurried to and fro 
oe : wt ev'ry Piatt of paffion : 
~ ae Her 
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Her Luftful fireams, when either ebb or flow, 
Are tides of mans vexation : : 
They alter daily, and they daily grow 
The worfe by alteration : 
The earth’s a cask full cann’d I, yet wanting meafure ; 
Her precious wine is pleafure;, 
Her yettis honours puff her lees are worldly frente 


a 


4 


My truft isin the Crofs: let beauty flag 
Her loofe, her NES fail; 


Let count ence: ‘guildin” “hotfour ‘céafe to brag’ dion y 
‘In courtly’ ‘terms, and yall; * 74 
~ Let dite ‘ed wedith henceforth forget to wag 8 


79" “Her bafe, though olden wails 
eee beauticg cbiquenges Hie teal lo 
i “And: wealth but golden Bratt: 
Belt’ honours Sp a blaft: my truft is inthe Crows. 
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My cruft isin the cro There lies my reft: 

y faft, my fole delight: 4 

‘Let cold. mourh’d paieist ‘of the hot’ mouth’d’ Eaft ~ 
y Blow till: they burft with f gh, 5 

Let earth and Hell co sae their worft, their b | 
¥ Oba) h their twifted might; ; 

jet fhowrs.of shunder- se dsredown and wound ite’ | 

| 4 And troops“ f fiends furround me, _ 

» All this may ate well fuses 3 allthis fhall he’er confoun d° 
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S, AUGUST. 


Chrift’s Crofs is the Chrifcrofs of all our bappinefs : It deli- 
vers us from all blindne(s of error, and enriches our darknefs 
with light; it reftoreth the troubled foul toreft , It bringeth 
flrangers to Gods acquaintance : It maketh remote foreigners 
near neighbours ; it cutteth off difcord; concludeth a league 
of everlafting peace; and is the bounteous author of all good. 


S. BERN. in Ser. de Refur. 


We find glory inthe Crofs ; tous that are faved, it is the 
power of God, and the fulnefs of all vertues. . 
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, EPIG, 12. 


TF follow’d reft; reft fled and foon forfook me, 

‘Tran from grief, grief ran and overtook me. 
What fhall 1 do? left I be too much toft 

! ‘On worldly crofies, Lord, let me be croft, 
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2 PRON uate 


As a dog returneth to his vomit, fo a foot 
returgeth to his folly. | 


C I am wounded ! and my wounds do finarr 
Beyond my patience or great Ghiron’s Ass .d 9 
T yield, 1 yield the day, the Palm is thine; : 
y bow’s more true; thy fhaft’s more fierce than mine. 
Hold, hold, O hold thy conquring hand... What need: 
To fend more darts? the firft has done the deed : { 
Oft have we ftruggled, when our equalarms. .. »* 
Shot equal fhafts, inflicted equal harms; ., 0. | 
But this exceeds, and with her flaming head, . te 
Twy-fork'd with death, has {truck iny. confcience dead: 
But muftidie? Ahme! ifthat were ally, ... rgott 
Then, then Vd ftroke my bleeding wounds, and cali 
This dart a cordial, and with joy endure : 
Thefe harfh ingredients, where my gricf’s my cure, - 
But fomething whifpers in my dying ear, 
There is an after-day ; which day I fear. 

The flender debt to Nature’s quickly paid, 
Difcharg’d perchance with greater eafe than made; 
But if chac pale-tac’d Sergeant make arreft, 

Ten thoufand attions would. (whereof the leaft 
¥s more than all this lower world can bail 
Beentred, and condemn me to the Jail 

Of Stygian darknefs, bound in red hot chains, 
And grip‘d with tortures worfe than Titian pains, 
‘arewel my vain, farewel my loofe delights; 
Fgrewel my rambling days, my rey’ling nights 5 
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"Twas you betay'd me firft, aad when ye found , . 

My foul advantage, gave my foul the wound | 

Farewel my bullion gods, whofe fovereign looks 

So often catch’d me with their golden hooks : 

Go feek another flave; ye muftall go; 

I cannot ferve my God and ‘Bullion too. 

Farewell falfe honour ; you whofe airy wings 

Did mount my foul above the thrones of Kings; ., 


u - 


‘Then flatrer’d me, took pet and in difdain, 

Nipt my green buds; then kick’d’me down again: ° 

Farewell my bow; farewel my Cyprian Quiver; 

Farewel dear world, farewel dear world for ever, 

©, but chis moft delicious world, how fweee ~~ 

Her pleafuresrelifh! Ah! How jumpt theymeect 
- The erafping foul, and with their fprightly Reve © 

Revive'and raife, and rowze the wrapt defire1 

For ever? O} to part fo long? what? never ~~ 

Meet more? another year, and then forever; . 

Too quick refolves do refolution wrong; 7 

What, part fo foon, to be divorce'd fo long? 4 

Things to be done are long to be debated; ©‘ 


Heav'n is not decay'd. Repentance is not dated, 
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S. AUGUST, lib, de util. agen, poen. 


Go up my foul into the tribunal of thy Confcience : there 
fet thy guilty felf before thy felf : Hide not thy (elf behind 
thy felf, left God bring thee forth before thy felf. 


$. AUGUST. in Solilog. 


In vain is that wafhing, mbere the next fin defileth : He 
hath ill repented, whofe fins are repeated: that ftomach is 
the worfe for vomiting, that licketh up his vomit. 


ANSELM. ph cols 
God hath promifed pardon to him that-repenteth, but he 


hath not promifed repentance ta him that finneth. 


E EPIG. 13. 

Brain-wounded Cupid, had this hafty dart, 

As it has prick’d thy fancy, pierc’d thy heart, 

'T had been thy friend : O how hath it deceiv’d theet 
ic this dare but kill’, chis dart had fav’d thee, 
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PROV. 24. 16. 


4, j jnft man falleth feven times, and rifeth up 
agains but the wicked fall fall into wisfebicg 


I 


Is'but a foil at beft, and that’s the moft 
Your skill can boatt : 
y Hipp: ry footing fail’d me; and youtript 
r Juft-as 1 flipt : 

My wanton weaknefs did her felf betray 

With too much play : 

I was too bold, He never yet ftood fure: 
That ftands fecure: © 

W ho ever trufted to his native ftrength, 
But fell at length? 

The title’s craz’d, the tenure is not good, 

That claims by th’ evidence of Hef and ‘blood. 


Ya 


Boatt not thy skill, ithe righteous man falls oft, 
Yer falls but foft : 
‘There may be dirt to mire him, but noftones | 
- To crufh his bones: 
wile if he Mapeets ? Nay, put cafe he be 
Foil’d on his knee ? 
T hat very knee will bend to Heav’ n, and woo 
For mercy too. 
The ttue-bred Gamefter ups a frefh, and then, 
a Sah x) Falls to’r agen ; 
v} reas the leaden hearted coward lies, 
And yields his conquer’ life, or crayen’d dies, - 


- ie, | Boaft — 


118 Emblemts. -—-—~ Book 2; 


Boaft nor thy Conqveft; thou that év’ry hour 
\ _ * Fallft cen times lower, 
Nay, haft:not pow’r to rife, if not, in. cafe, “& . 4% 
a ye eee TS al Ore pases: |!) hgh Sy 
Thou wallowtt where I flips and thou doft cumnbles, a 
Where I but ftumble : a 
Thou glory’ft in thy flav’ries dirty badges, : 
And fallft for wages : in aa 
Sowre grief and fad repetttance fcowrs and clears ~~ : 
eee - My ftains with tears: i 
Thy falling keeps thy falling ffillin ures, cy 
But when [ flip, I ftand the more fecure, Ba. 


4 


Lord, what a nothing is this lirtle fpan, | 
: _(:)We call a Man! aay 04 
What fenny trafh maincains the fmoth’ring fires ‘ 
Of his defires! 
How flight and fhort are his refolves at longeft 
How weak at ftrongeft! 
© ifa finner held by that faft hand, 
Can hardly ftand, 
Good God ! ‘itt what a defp’rate cafe are they? 
} That have no ftay! ane 
Man’s ftate implies a neceflary curfe; (noite 
When not himfelf, he’s mad; when moft himfelf, bh i) 
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h S. AMBROS. in Ser. ad vincula. 


. Peter flood more firmly after he had lamented his fall than 
before he fell. Infomuch that he found more grace than he 
Toft grace. . 


_ S. CHR YS, inEp, ad Heliod. monach, 


Ibis no fuch hainous matter to fall affliéted, as being down 

tolie dejeéted. It is no.danger for a Souldier to receive 2 
wound in battle, but after the wound received, through de- 
[pair of recovery to refufe aremedy, for we often fee wound- 
with vids. wear the palm at laft, and after,fight crowned 
with victory. 
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- E PIG. T4e 

Triumph not, Cupid, his mifchance doth thow 

Thy trade; doth once, what thou doftalwaysdo: 

Brag not too foon: i prevailing hand 
i'd him? Ah fool, th’ haft taught him how toftand. 
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. | XV. 
JER. 32. 40, 


. 


‘will put fear in their hearts, that t iste 
Shall xot depart from me. | 


YO, now the Soul’s fublim'd de: fower defires 

y Are recalcin’d in heaven’s well temp’red fires : 

he heart reftor’d and purg’d from droffie nature, 

ow finds the freedom of a new-born creature : 
lives another life, ic breaths new breath ; 
neither fears nor feels the fting of death: 

ke as the idle vagrant (having none) | 

hat boldly *dopts each houfe he views, his own; 

akes ev'ry purfe his chequer ; and at pleafure, 

‘alks forth and taxes all the world like Cefar; 

t length by virtue of a juft command, al 

§ fides are lent to a feverer hand ; 

hereon his Pafs, not fully underftood, 

taxed in amanuf{cript of blood ; : 

lus paft from town to town; until he come 

fore repentant to his native home: 

rn fo the rambling heart, chat idly-roves 

om crimes to fin, and uacontrol’d removes 

om luft to luft, when wanton flefh invites 

om old-worn pleafures to new choice delights, 

length correé&ed by the filial rod 

‘his offended (but his gracious God) 

id lafh’d from fins to fighs; and by degrees, 

om fighs to vows, from vows to bended knees ; ' 

om bended knees to a true penfive breft; _ 

om thence to torments not by tongue expreft, 


SS 
> 3 | Returns; 


122 Emblemes. Book 2.° 
Returns; (and from his finful felf exil’d ) 
Finds a glad father, he a welcome child: - 
O then it lives; O then it lives involv’d 
In fecret raptures, pants to be diffolv’d : ~ 
The royal Off-fpring of a fecond Birth 
Sets. ope to Heav’n, and fhuts the door to earth: | 
If love-fick Fove commanded clouds fhould hap 4 
To rain fuch fhow’rs as quickned Danae’s lap: o 
Or Dogs (far kinder than their purple mafter) ~ . 
Should lick his fores, he laughs, nor weeps the fafter. 
If earth (Heav’ns rival)@dart her idle ray; : 
To Heav’n, tis wax, afd to the world, ’tis clay: 
If earth prefent delights, it {corns to draw, 
But like the jet unrab’d, difdains that firaw 
No hope deceives it, and no doubt divides it; 
No grief difturbs it; and no error guides it; 
No guilt condemns it, and no folly fhames it ; 
No floth befots it; and no Juft enthralls it; — 
No fcorh affli&s it, and no paffion galls it: 
It isa cark*net of immortal life; 
An Ark of peace; the lifts of facred ftrife ; 
A purer piece of endlefs tranfitory ; : 
A fhrine of Grace, a little throne of Glory : 
A Heav’n born Off-{pring of a new-born birth, 
An earthly Heav'n.; an ounce of Heav'nly earth. 
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S. AUGUST, de Spir. & Anima: | 


_O happy heart, where piety affectcth, where humility fub. 
jeas, where repentance correceth, where obedience direseth, 
where perfeverance perfecteth where power protedeth, where 
devotion projecteth, where charity coineseth. . 


S. GREG. 


Which way foever the heart turneth it felf (if oe 

it fhall commonly objerve, that in thofe very things we lofe 
God, in thofe very things we fhall find God : It fhall find the 
heat of his power in confideration of thofe things, inthe love 
of which things he was moft cold, and by what things it fell, 
perverted, by thofe things it ixraifed; converted, 


| EPIG. 15. 
My heart! But wherefore do I call thee fo? 
I have renounc’d my inv’reft long ago: 
When thou wer’e falfe and flefhly, I was thine ; 
Mine wert thow never, till chou wert not mine. 
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THIRD BOOK. 


_ The Entertainment. 


Ay you whofe better thoughts are newly born, 
And (rebaptiz'd with holy fire) can feorn 
The worlds bafe trafh, whofe necks difdain to bear 
Th’ imperious yoke of Satan; whofe chaft ear 
No wanton Songs of Syrens can furprize 

With falfe delight; whofe more than Eagle-eyes 
Can view the glorious flames of gold, and gaze | 

On glitt’ring beams of honour, and not daze; 
Whofe fouls can {purri at pleafure, and deny 

The loofe fuggeftions of the flefh, draw high: 

_And you whofe am’rous, whofe felett defires 
Would feel the warmth of thofe tranfcendent fires, 
Which (like the rifing Sun) put out the light 
Of Venus ftar, and turn her day tonight; 

You that would love, and have your paffions crown’d 

With greater happinefs, chan can be found 
In your own wifhes ; you that would affect 
Where neither fcorn, nor guile, nor difrefpect 
Shall wound your tortur’d fouls ; that would enjoy, 
Where neither want can pinch, nor fulnefs cloy, ‘ 
Nor double doubr afflicts, nor bafer fear mie 
Unflames your courage in purfuic, draw near, 

Shake hands with earth, and let your foul refpett 
Her joys no further, than her joys reflect 
Upon her makers glory ; if thou {wim 
in wealth fee him in all; fee allin hims 


ce at fa Sink'tt 
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426 © — Emblemes. Book 3.) 
Sink’ft thou in want, and is thy {mall cruife fpent? 
See him in want: enjoy him in content: 

Conceiv’ft him lodg’d in Crofs, or loft in Pain? 

In Pray’r and Patience find him. out again: 

Make Heav’n thy Mifirifs, ler no change remove. 
Thy loyal heart, be fond, be fick of love: 

What if he ftop his ear, or knit his brow? 

At length he'll be-as fond, as fick as thou : 

Dart up thy foul in groans: Thy fecret groan 

Shall pierce his ear, fhall pierce hisear alone : 

Dart up thy foul in vows: Thy facred vow 
Shall find him out, where Heav’n alone fhall know : 
Dart up thy foul in fighs: Thy whifp’ring figh 
Shall rouze his ears, and fear ho liftner nigh : 

Send up thy groans, thy fighs, thy clofet-vow ; ; 
There’s none,there’s none fhall know but Heav'n and thou 7 
Groans freth’d with vows,and vows made fale with tears,” 
Unfcale his eyes, and fcale his conguer’d ears: ) 
Shooc up the bofome-fhafts of thy defire, — po 
Feather'd with faith, and double-fork’d with fire. % 
And they will hic: Fear nor, where Heav'n bids come: 
Heav'n’s never deaf, bur when man’s heart isdumb, ~ | 
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My Soul hath 
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j ISAIAH 26. 6, | 
_ My Soul bath defired shed in the night 


| pies God? what horrid darknefs doth furround 


a 


oe 
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My groping foul! how are my fenfes bound — 
‘An utter fhades : and muffled from’the light, = 
Lurk in the bofom of eternal night ! te oS 
The bold-fac’d Lamp of Heav’n can fet and rife; 
And with his morning glory fill the eyes sie 
‘Of gazing mortals; his victorious ray 
Can chafe the fhadows and reftore the day: 
Nights bafhful Emprefs, though fhe often wain, 
As oft repents her darknefs, primes again; = 
And with her circling horns doth re-embrace ie 
Her brothers wealth, and orbs her filver face, ee 
But ah, my Sun deep fwallow’d in his fall, | 
fs fet and cannot fhine, nor rife at all : | 
My bankrupt wain can beg nor borrow lighe; 
Alas, my darknefs is perpetual night, . 
Falls have their rifings, wainings have their primes, 
And defp’rate forrows wait their better times: oe 
Ebbs have their Floods, and Aucumns have their Springs ; 
All States have changes hurried with the {wings | 
Of Chance and Time, ftill riding to and fro : 
erreftrial bodies, and celeftial roo. 
How often have I vainly grop’d about, 
a Jength’ned arms to find 2 paffage our, 
That I might catch thofe beams mine eye defires, 
And bathe my foulin chofe celeftial fires? : 
ike as the haggard, cloiftered in her mew, 
0 fcowre her downy robes, and to renew 
i. pr, rah i : aa ae rt ys Her 
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130 Emblemes: Book 3.. 
Her broken flags, preparing t’overlook 6 = 
The tim’rous Mallard at the fliding brook, 
Jets oft from perch to perch; from ftock to ground, 
From ground to window, thus furveying round 
Her Dove befeather’d Prifon, till aclengch — 
_ (Calling her noble birth to mind, and ftrength 
- -Whereto her wing was born) her ragged beak 
‘Nipps off her jangling jeffes, ftrives to break :a 
Her gingling ferters, and begins to bate : 
Atevry glimpfe, and darts at ev'ry grates 
Ewn fo my weary foul, that long has bin 
Aninmate in this Tenement of fin, 
Lock’d up by cloud-brow’d Error, which invites 
My cloift’red thoughts to feed om black delights, 
Now fcorns her fhadows, and beginsto dare 
Her wing’d defiresatthee, that only arc 
_.-' The Sun fhe feeks, whofe rifing beams can fright 
ae Thefe dusky-ciouds chat make fo dark a night:. 
oi Shine forth great Glory, fhine; that I may fee 
Both how to loath my felf, and honour Thee: 
But if my weaknefs force theetodeny 
‘Thy flames, yer lend the twilight of thine eye: 
“Uf I muft want thofe Beams ; 1 wifh, yet grant, 
That I, at leaft, may with thofe Beams, J want. 
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S. AUGUS T Soliloqu. cap. 33. 


There was a great dark cloud of vanity before mine eyes, 
fo that I could not fee the Sun of Fuftice gy the Light of 
Truth: I being the fon of darkne(s, was involved in dark- 
nefs : I loved my darkne/s, becaufe I knew not thy light : E 
was blind, and loved my blindnefs, and did walk from dake ! 
nefs ta darknefs : But Lord thou art my God, who haft led 
me from darknefs and the fhadow of death; haft called me 
into this glorious light, and behold, I fee, ia 


e | EPIG. x, 

My foul, chear up; what if the night be long, 
Heav'n finds an ear when finners find a tongue; 

Thy tears are morning fhow’rs : Heav’n bid me fay, 
When Peter’s cock begins to crow, ‘tis day. 
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' PSALM 69. 3. i 
O Lord, thou knoweft my foolifoniefs, an 1 
my fins are not hid fron: thee. . 


x 


| Sari thou this fulfom Ideot? in what meafure 
” He feems tran{ported with the antick pleafure 
Of childifh baubles? Canft thou but admire 
The empty fulnefs of his vain defire? 

Canft thou conceive fuch poor delights as thefe 
‘Can fill th’ infatiate foul of man, or pleafe 

The fond afpeét of his deludedeye? 
Reader, fuch very fools are thou and I: + 
Falfe puffs of honour ; the deceitful ftreams re ae 
Of wealth; the idle, vain and empty dreams ‘ 
Of pleafure, are our traffick, and enfnare 
Our fouls. the threefold fubject of our care; 


We toil for trafh, we barter folid joys Sle a en Ore 


For aery trifles, fell our Heav’n for toys : bass tt 
We knatch at barly grains, whilft pearls ftand by 
Defpisd ; fuch very fools are thou and I. 
‘Aim’ft thou at honour? Does notth’ Ideor fhake it 

Yn his left hand? Fond man, ftep forth and take it: 
Or would ft thou wealth? fee now the fool prefents thee 
With a full basket, if fuch wealth contents thee : 
Wouid’ft thou take pleafure? if the fool unftride 

His prancing Stallion, thou maift up and ride : 3 
Fond man, fuch is the pleafure, wealth, and honour 
‘The earth affords fuch fools, as dote upon her; 

Such is the game whereat earth’s Ideots flie; 

Such Ideors, ah! fuch fools are thou and I: 


Had 
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Had rebel man’s fool-hardinefs extended 8 
No farther than himfelf, and there had ended, 

Tt had been juft ; but thus enrag’d to fly 

Upon the eternal eyes of Majefty, od 

And drag the Son of Glory from the breaft 

Of his indulgent Father ; to arreft iy 


- sHis great and facred Perfon: in difgrace 


. and {pawl upon his Sun-bright-tace ; 


taunt him with bafe terms, and being bound 


2 


B40 fcourge his foft, his trembling fides; to wound 


His head with thorns; his heart with humane fears; — 
His hands with nails, and his pale flank with {pears #_ 
And then to paddle in the purer ftream | 


_ Of his {pile blood, is more, than moft extreme : 


Great builder of Mankind, canft choupropound = 
All this to thy bright eyes, and not confound * 


Thy handy work? O! Canft thou chufe but fee, > 


That mad’ft the tye? Can ought be hid from thee ? 


. Thou feeft our perfons, Lord and not our guilt ; 


Fhy wrath: O read my fortune in thy hand. 


Thou feeft not, what thou maift bur what thou wilt: ~ 
The hand that forrh’d us is inforc’d to be 

A Screen fet up betwixt thy work and thee: 

Look, look upon that Hand, and thou fhalt {pie 

An open wound, a through-fare for chine eye ; 

Or if that wound be clos'd, that paflage be 

Deny’d between thy gracious eye and me, . 

Yer view the Scar; that fcar will countermand 


i" 
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* 


S. CHR YS, Hom: 4. Joan. 


_ Fools fem to abound in wealth, when they want all things ; 
they feem to enjoy happine{s, when indeed they are only moft 
miferable; neither dothey under(tand that they are deluded 
‘by their fancy, till they be delivered from their folly. 


S. GREG, in Mor, _ 


By fo much the more are we inwardly foolifh, by hove much — 
we firive to feem outwardly wife. 


EPIG. 2, \ 
Rebellious fool, what has thy folly done ? 
-Controll’d thy God, and crucifi’d his Son? » | 
How {weetly has the Lord of life deceiv’dthee? (thee! 
| Thou fhedd’ft his blood, and that fhed blood has fav’d — 


} 
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. iil. 
PSALM 6.2, 


Have mercy, Lord, upon me, for I ave weak 3 


OLord, heal me, for uy bones are vexed, 


| : Soul. | Wish Sone 
Soul. A® Son of David, help: ef. What finful cry 
Implores the Son of David? Soul, Iris I, 
Fef- Who art thou? Sou/, Oha deeply wounded breaft 
That's heavy laden and would fain have reft. 
¢/. I haye no {craps, and dogs muft not be fed 
Like houfhold children, with the children’s bread. 
_ Soul. True, Lord; yet rolerate a. hungry whelp 
To lick cheir crumbs: O Son of Dawid, help. 
Fel, Poor Soul, what ail’ft thou? Soul, OT burn, I fry, 
‘cannot reft, I know not where to fl 
fo find fome eafe ; I turn’d my blubber’d face 
‘rom man to man; I rowl from place to place 
avoid my tortures, to obrain relief: | ’ 
but ftill am dogeg’d and haunted with my grief: 
ly mid-night torments call the fluggith lighe 
ind when the morning’s come, they woo the night. 
Fef.Surceafe chy cears,and {peak thy free defires.(fires. 
$0. Quench, quench my flames,& {wage thofe {corching 
‘Jel. Canft thou believe, my hand can cure thy griec? 
Soul. Lord, I believe ; Lord, help my wabelick 
Jef. Hold forth chine arm and let my fingers try 
hy pulfe; where chiefly doth thy torment lie? 
Soul. From head to foot ; it reigns in ev'ry part, 
ut Plays the felf-law’d tyrant in my"Heayes re 


ae Fels 


\ 
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Fef Canft thou digeft? Canft relifh wholfom food ? 

How ftands thy raft? Soul, To nothing that is good : 

All finful crafh, and earths unfav’ry ftuff : 

I can digeft, and relifh well enough. . 
Fe{us. Is not thy blood as cold as hot, by turns? 
Soul. Cold to what’s good ; to what is bad ic burns. 
Fefws. How old’s thy grief? Soul. 1 took it at the fall. 

- With eating fruit. it ‘Tis Epidemical : | : 

Thy blood’s infected, and th’ infection {prung 

From a bad liver: *Tis a fever ftrong 

And full of death, unlefs, with prefent {peed, 

A vein be opened : chou muft die, or bleed. 

Soul. O Tam faint and fpent: that launce that fhall 

Let forth my blood, lets forth my life withal: ~ 

My foul wants cordials, and has greater need 

Of blood, chan (being fpent fo far) to bleed: 

i faine already, it I bleed, I dye. . 

Fef. Tis either thou muft bleed, fick foul, or I; 

My blood’s a cordial. He that fucks my veins, 

Shall cleanfe his own, and conquer greater pains 

Than thefe: chear up; this precious blood of mine 

Shal] cure thy grief; my heart fhall bleed for thine. . > 

Believe and view me with a faithful eye, 

Thy foul fhall neither languifh, bleed nor die. 


s. AUGH ST 
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 $. AUGUST. lib, ro, Confeff, 


- Lord, be merciful unto me : Ab me: Behold, 1 bide not 
. My wounds : Thou art a Phyfician, and I am fick; Thon art 
- merciful, and I am miferable, 


S. GREG. in Paftoral. 


O Wifdom, with how (weet an art doth thy wine and oyl 
reftore health to my bealthlefs foul ! How powerfully merci- 
ful, hove mercifully powerful art thou! Powerful for ime, 
~ merciful ta me £ ‘ 


EPIG. 3. 
Canit thou be fick, and fucha Dofor wy 
Thou canft not live, unlefs thy Dottor d 4 
Strange kind of grief, that finds no med’citte good 
_ To “fwage her pains, but the Phyficians blood $ 
Cee oh Rigs Bore 
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vials 
PSA L. 25. 18, 


Look upon my afflittion and my pain, and 
forgive all my fins. ch ie 


Be work and ftrokes? Both, lafh and labour too? 
What more could Edom, or proud Afhur do? 
Stripes, after Stripes; and blows fucceeding blows ? 
Lord, has thy fcourge no mercy, and my woes. 

No end? My pains-no eafe ? No intermiffion? 

Is this the ftate? Is this the fad condition | 

Of thofe that truft thee? will thy goodnefs pleafe 
T” allow no other favours? None but thefe? 
Will not the Rhet’rick of my torments move? _ 
Are thefesthe fymptoms, thefe the figns of love ? 
As’t not erfough; enough that I fulfil 

The toylfome cask of thy laborious will? 

May not this labour expiate and purge 

‘My fin without che addition of a fcourge? 

Look on my cloudy brow, how faft ic rains 

Sad fhowers of fweat, the fruits of fruitlefs pains; 
Behold thefe ridges ; fee what purple furrows 

Thy plow has made; O think upon thofe forrows 
That once were thine; wile thou not be wood 

To mercy by the charms of fweat and blood? 

Canft thou forget that drowfie mount wherein 

Thy dull Difciples fleep, was noc my fin 

There punifh’d in my {oul? did not this brow 
Then fweat in thine? Were not thofe drops enow ? 
Remember Golgotha, where that {pring tide 
Orerflow’d thy foverzign Sacramental fide: 


_ K 2 ‘There 


142 Emblemes. Book 3. 
There was no fin, there was no guilt in Thee, 

That caus’d thofe pains ; thou {weat’ft,thou bledft for me. 
Was there not blood enough, when one fimall drop 
Had, pow’r to ranfome thoufand worlds, and ftop 
The mouth of Juftice? Lord, I bled before 

In thy deep wounds; can Juftice challenge more ? 
Or doft thou vainly labour to hedge i 

Thy loffes from my fides? My blood is thin, 

And thy free bounty fcorns fuch eafie thrift; 

No, no, thy blood came not as love but gift. 

But muft Uever grind? Aad muft I earn 

Nothing but ftripes? O wilt thou difaltern 

The reft chou gav’ft? Haft thou perus‘d the curfe 
Thou laid’ft on Adam's fall, and made it worfe? 
Canft thou repent of mercy? Heav'n thought good 
Loft man fhould feed in fweat; not work in blood : 
- Why doft thou wound th’ already wounded breaft? 
Ah me! my life is but a pain at beft: | 

{ am but dying duft: my day's a f{pan; _ 

What pleafure tak’ft thou in the blood of man? 
Spare, {pare thy fcourge, and be not fo auftere: 
Send fewer ftroaks, or lend more ftrength to bear. 


. 


‘Book 3. - Evblemes. 143 
S. BERN. Hom, 8: in Cant. 


Miferable man! who fhall deliver me from the reproach 
of this fhameful bondage? Lama miferable man, but a free 
man, free, becaufe a man; miferable, becaufe afervant : 
In regard of my bondage, miferable, in regard of my will, 
inexcufable : For my will, that was free; beflaved it felf te 
fin, by affenting to fin; for he that committeth fin, is the 
servant to fine ne 


| EPIG, 4. 
“Pax not thy God: Thine own defaults did urge 
This two-fold punifhmeiit; the mill, che {courge. 
Thy fin’s the author of thy felf-cormenting : 
Thou grind’ft for finning ; rong? for not repenting. 
C3 . 


« 


Emblemes. 


Ww thow 
Tch-10 ae 


. 
. 


Sewrile ho 


Ue M2 
Lay 


AN 


na es 
as the 
dust 


b 
2 to 


crnbord 


L, WHY 222 L/2 


made 7717 


== 


agatiie 
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J OB ro, 9. 


Remember I befeech thee,that thou haft made 
me as the clay, and wilt thoy bring me 
to duft again ¢ | } 


ps from the bofome of the new made earth 

; Poor man was delv’d and had his unborn birth; 
The fame the ftuff, the felf fame hand doth trim. 
‘The plant that fades, the beaft that dies, and him; 
One was their fire, one was their common mother, 
Plants are his fifters, and the beaft his brother, 
The elder too; beafts draw the felf-fame breath, 
Wax old alike, and die the felf-fame death : 

Plants grow as he, with fairer robes array’d: 

Alike they flourifh, and alike they fade : 

The beaft.in fenfe exceeds him and in growth, 
The three-ag’d Oak doth thrice exceed them both: 
Why look’ft chou then fo big, thou lictle {pan 
Of earth? what art thou more in being man? - 

I, but thy great Creator did infpire 

My chofen earth, wich thy diviner fire 

Of reafon ; gave me judgment and a will; 

That, to know good; this, to choofe good from ilf: 
He puts the reigns of pow’r in my free hand, 

And jurisdiction over Sea and Land, 

He gave me art to lengthen out my fpan 

Of life, and.made me all, in being man: 

YP buc thy paffion has committed treafon 

Againft the facred perfon of thy reafon: 

Thy judgment is corrupt, perverfe thy will; | 
That knows no good, and this makes choice of ill: " 

: . The 
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The greater height fends down the deeper fall; : 
And good declin’d turns bad, turns wortt of all. 
Say then proud inch of living earch, what can 
Thy greatnefs claim the more in being man? 

O but my foul tranfcends the pitch of nature, 
Born up by th’ Image of her high Creatour ; 

Out- braves the lite ofreafon, and bears down 
Her waxen wings, kicks off her brazen crowll. 

My heart’sa living Temple rentertain 

The King of Glory, and his glorious train: 

How can I mend my title then? where can 
Ambition find a higher ftile than man? 

Ah, but that Image is defac’d and foil’d ; 

Her Temple’s raz’d, her Alcars all defil’d ; 

Her veffels are polluted and diftain’d 

‘with loathed luft, her ornaments prophan’d ; 
Her oil-forfakent lamps, and hallow’d tapours 

Put out; her incenfe breaths unfav’ry vapours: 
Why {well'ft thou then fo big, thou litle fpan 
Of earth 2? what are thou more in being man : 
Eternal Potter, whofe bleft hands did lay 

My courfe foundation from a fod of clay, 

Thou know'ft my flender veffel’s apt to leak 5 
Thou know'ft my briccle remper’s prone to break; 
Are my bones brazil, or my fiefh of oak! 

O, mend what thou haft made, what I have broke: 
Eook, look with gentle eyes, and in thy day 
"OF vengeance, Lord, remember I am clay. 


s, AUGUST. 


Book 3. Emblemes. tay 
S. AUGUST. Solilog. 32. 


Shall I ask, who made me? It was thou that madeft me; 
without whom nothing was made Thou art my maker, and 
I thy work. I thank thee, my Lord God,by whom I live, 
and by whom all things fubjift, becaufe thou madeft me: I 
thank thee, O my Potter, becauje thy hands have made me, 
becaufe thy bands have formed me. 


y EPIG. 4. . 
Why fwell'’ft thou, man, pufcup with fame and purfe? 
Thvare better earth, but born ro dig the worfe: 

Thou cam’ft from earth, thou muft recurn, 
And art-but earth caft from the womb to th’urn, 
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_ preserver of men why hast thou set 
Ssweg asa marke agaist thee. Toh ne 
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VI. 
EB 2200; 


I have finned ; What foal I dounto thee, 
_ Othoupreferver of Men? Why doft thou 
Jet meas a mark againft theee 


J Ord, I have done; and Lord, I have mifdones - 
E Tis folly to conteft, to ftrive with one 
That is too firong ; ’tis folly to affail ’ 

Or prove an arm, that will, chat muft prevail. - 

I've done, I’ve done; thefe crembling hands have thrown 
Their daring weapons down: The day’s thine own: ~~ 
Forbear to firike where thou haft won the field. 
The palm is thine: I yield, I yield.’ 

Thefe treach’rous hands that were fo vainly bold | 
Totry athrivelefs combat, and to hold. | 
Self-wounding weapons up, are now extended 

For mercy from thy hand; that knee that bended 
Upon ‘her guardlefs guard doth now repent ; 
Upon his naked floor; See both are bent, 

And fue for pity’: Omy ragged wound’ 

Is deep and defp’rate, it is drench’d and drown’d 
In blood and briny tears; It doth begin 

To ftink without, and putrifie wichin. 

Let that vittorious hand that now appears 

Juft in my blood, prove gracious to my tears: 
Thou great preferver of prefumptuous man, ~ 
What fhallI do? whar fatisfa@ioncan 

Poor duft and afhes make? O if that blood 

That yet remains unfhed, were halfas good 

As blood of oxen, if my death might be ~ 

An offering to atone my God and me, 


» oop 
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I would difdain injurious life, and ftand : 
A fuiter to be wounded from thy hand, | 
But may thy wrongs be meafur’d by the fpan 
Of life? or balanc’d with the blood of man? 
No, no, eternal fin expeéts for guerdon, 
Eternal penance, or eternal pardon: © 
Lay down thy weapons, turn thy .wrathaway, 
And pardon him that hath no price to pay; - 5 
Enlarge thas foul, which bafe prefumption binds; 
Thy juftice cannot loofe what mercy finds : ) 
© thou that wilt not bruife the broken reed, a 
Rub not my fores, nor prick the wounds that bleed. 
Lord, if the peevifh infant fights and flies, or 
With unpar’d weapons, at his mothers eyes, | 
Her frowns (half mix’d with fmiles) may chance to fhew | 
An angry love-trick on his arm, or fo; 
Where if the Babe but make alip and cry, 

Her heart begins to melt, and by and by — 

She coaks his dewy cheeks; her babe fhe bliffes, 
And choaks her language wich a choufand kiffes 
Yam.that child, Lo, here I proftrate lie, 
Pleading for mercy; I repent and cry 

For gracious pardon: let thy gentle ears 

Hear chat in words, what mothers judge in tears: 
See not my frailties, Lord, but through my fear, 
And look on ev’ry trefpafs through,a tear : 

Then calm thysanger, and appear more mild ; 
Remember, th’art a Father, I a child. 


fi 


~ 


Book 3. Evblemes, ee 
S. BERN. Ser. 21. in Cant, , 


| _Miferable man! Who fhall deliver me from the reproach 

of this fhameful bondage ? I am a miferable man, but a free 

| mans Free, becaufe like to God; miferable, becaufe againft 
God: O keeper of mankind, why haft thou fet me as a mark 

| abainft thee? Thou haft fet me, becaufe thou haft not hin- 

| dred me: If is juft that thy enemy fhould be my enemy, and 

that he who repugneth thee, fhould repugn me. { who am a- 
| gainft thee, am againft my felf. ae 


EPIG. 6. 

| But form’d, and fight? But born, and then rebel? 
‘How {mall ablaft will make a bubble fwell? 
But dare the floor affront the hard that laid ie? 
“So apt is duft to fly in’s face that made it, 


ue 
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VII. 
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¢ VIL. 

| JOB 13, 24. : 
Wherefore bideft thou thy face, and boldeft 


me for thine enemy 2 


| 7Hy doft thou fhade thy lovely face? O why 
| Does that eclipfing hand fo long deny 
Che Sun-fhine of my foul-enli’ving eye ? 


Without that Light, what light remains in me? 
[hou art my Life, my Way, my Light, in Thee 
live, I move, and by thy beams I fee, 

"hou art my Life, If thou but turn away, . 
fly life’s a choufand deaths: Thou art my Way ¢ 
Without thee, Lord, I travel not, but ftray, 


ty Light thou art; without thy glorious fight, 
line eyes are darkned with perpetual night. 
ly God, thou art my Way, my Life, my Light. 


hou are my Way; I wander, if thou flie: 
hou art. my Light ; if hid how blind am I? 
hou arc my Life; if thou withdraw, I die, 


line eyes are blind and dark ; I cannot fees, 
‘0 whom or whither fhould my darknefs flee, 
ut to the Light? And who’sthat zizht but Thee ? 


'y path is Joft ; my wandring fleps do ftray; 
cannot fafely go, nor fafely fay; | 
Vhom fhould'I feck but Thee, my Path, my Way? 

S a ‘ae : ‘ 
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O, 1am dead: To whom fhall I, poor J, 
Repair? To whom fhall my fad afhes fly 
Bur Life ? And where is Life but in thine eye ? 


And yet thou turn’ft away thy face, and fly’ft me ; 
And yet I fue for grace, and thou deny’ft me, 
Speak, arc thou angry, Lords or only try ft me? 


Unskreen thofe heavenly lamps, or tell me why 
Thou fhad’ft thy face ? perhaps thou think’ft no eyé 
Can view thofe flames and not drop down and die. 


If thatbe all, fhine forth and draw thee nigher ; 
Let me behold and die, for my defire 
Is, Phenix like; to perifh in that fire. 


eath conquer’d, Laz’rus wastedeem’d by thee 5 
If I am dead, Lord, fet death’s prifoner free ; 
Am I more {pent, or ftink I worfe than he? 


If my puft life be out, give leave to tine 
My fhamelefs {huff at that bright Lamp of thine ; 
O what’s thy Light the lefs for lightning mine? 


nee Spot a fer 


Ef I have loft my Path, Great Shepherd, fay, 
Shall ¥ ftill wander'in a doubrful way? 
Lord, fhall a Lamb of J/r’els fheep-fold ftray ? 


Thou art my Pilgrims Path, the blind man’s Zye; 

The dead man’s Life : on thee my hopes rely ; 

If thou remove, Lerre; § grope; I diem, ; 

Difclofe thy Sun beams; clofe thy wings and flay ; v' 

Sée, fee how Lam blind, and dead, and ftray, 

' O chou that are my Light, my Life, my Way 
3 


s, AUGUST 


og 


* 
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S. AUGUS T. Solilog. cap. 1. 


Why doft thou hide thy face ? Happily thou wilt fay, none 
can fee thy face and live: Ah Lord, let me die, that Imay 
fee thee, let me fee thee, that I may die: Iwould not live, 
but die, that I may fee Chrift, I defire death; that I may 
live with Chrift, I defpife life. } 


ANSELM. Med.cap. 5, 


_Oexcellent hiding, whichis become my perfestion! My God 
thou hideft thy treafure, to kindle my defire : Thou hideft 
thy pearl, to inflame the feeker 5 thou delay ft to give, that 
thou may'[t teach me to importune ; fem’ ft not to hear,to make 
me perfeveres 


( 


| “EPIG. 7. | 
lf heav’fis all quickning Eyes vouchfafe to fhine 
Upon our fouls, we flight; if not, we whine: 
Our Equinoftial hearts can never lie 
Secure, beneath the ites of that eye; 
7 * j 2 


I 


Embl ie Book 2, 


VII, : 


V that my Head were waters, and 


mine eyes a fountaine of teares ' 
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Vill, 
J ty ease ite 


O that my head were waters, and mine eyes 
a fountain of tears, that I may meep day 
and night. ' 

| O That mine eyes were {prings, and could transform © 

AJ Their drops to feas? My fighsintoa ftom 

Of Zeal, and facred violence, wherein 

This lab’ring veffel laden with her fin, » 

Might fuffer fudden thipwrack, and be fplic 

Upon that Rock, where my drench’d foul may fit 

Orewhelm’d with plenteous paffion? O and chere 

Drop, Drop, into an everlafting tear! 

Ah me! That ev’ry fliding vein that wanders 

Through this vaft Ifle, did work her wild Meanders 

In brackifh tears inftead of bloud, and {well 

This fleth with holy Dropfies, from whofe Well, 

Made warm with fighs, may fume my wafting breath, - 

Whilft I diffolve in fteams, and reek todearch! -— - 

Thefe narrow fluces of my dribling eyes 

Are muchtoo ftreight for thofe quick fj prings that rife 

And hourly fill my Temples to the cop ; 

cannot fhed for ev'ry fina drop; 

Great builder of mankind, why haft chou fenr, 

Such fwvelling floods, and made fo fmall a vent? 

O that this flefh had been compos’d of {now, 

fnftead of earth; and bones ot ice, that fo, 


L3 . Feeling 


158 Emblemes. Book 3. 
Feeling the fervor of my fin; and loathing = 
The fire I feel, I might be thaw’d to,nothing ! 
O thou that didft, with hopeful joy, entomb 
Me thrice three Moons in thy laborious womb, 
And then with joyful pain, broughe ft forth a Son, 
What worth thy labour has thy labourdone?* 
What was there? Ah! What was there in my birth 
That could deferve the eafieft {mile of mirth? = 
A man was born: Alas, and what’s a man ? 
A fcuttle full of duft, a meafur'd fpan 
Of flitting time ; a furnifh’d Pack, whofe wares 
Are fullen griefs, and foul tormenting Cares : 
A vale of tears, a veffel tunn’d with breath, 

By ficknefs broacht, to be drawn out by death: 
A haplefs helplefs thing ; that born does cry 
To feed, that feeds to live, that lives to die. 
Great God and Man, whofe eye {pent drops fo often 
For me that cannot Weep enough; O foften 
Thefe marbje brains, and ftrike this flinty rock; 
Or, if the mufick of thy Peter’s Cock 3 
Will more prevail, fill, fill my hearkning ears 
Wich that fweet found, that I may melt in tears! 
I cannot weep until thou broach mine eye; 
Or give me vent, or elfe Eburft, and die. 
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S. AMBR OS. in Pfal. 118, 


He that commits fins to be wept for, cannot weep for fins 
committed : And being him{elf moft lamentable hath no tears 


to lament his offences. 
NAZIANZ, Orat. 3. 
Tears are the deluze of fin, and the worlds facrifice. 
S, HIER ON. in Efaiam, 


Praygr appeafes God, but a tear compels him: That moves 
him, but this conftrains him. — | if nee 


| EPIG. 8, 
_ Earth is an Ifland ported round with Fears; 
_Thy way to Heav’n is through the Sea of tearse 
Tt isa-ftormy paflage, where is found 
The wrack of many a fhip, but no man drown’d. 
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IX. 


PSALM 18. s. 


The forrows of hell domlipaffecd me about, and 


the fuares of death prevented me, 


Ti not this Type well cut in ev’ry pare 

Full of rich cunning? Fil'd with Zeuxian Are? 
Are not the Hunters, and their Stygian Hounds 
Limm’d full to th’ life? Didft ever hear the founds 

Of mufick, and the lip-dividing breaths ) ry 
Of the ftrong winded Horn, Recheats, and deaths, 
Done more exatt? Th’ infernal Nimrods hollow? 

The lawlefs purlieus ? And the Game they follow ? 
The hidden Engines, and the fnares that lie 

So undifcover'd, fo obfcure to th’ eye? 

The new drawn net,-and her intangled Prey? 

And him that clofes ic? Beholder, fay, 

ist not well done? feems not an em’lous ftrife 
Betwixt the rare cut pi@ure and thelife? 
Thefe purlieu men are Devils? and the hounds, a 
(Thofe quick-nos’d Cannibals, hac fcour the grounds) 
Temptations and the Game, the Fiends purfue, 

Are humane fouls, which ftill they have in view ; 
Whofe fury if they chance to {cape, by flyi ng 

The skilful Hunter plants his net clofe lying 

On th’unfufpected earth, baired with treafure, 
Ambitious honour, and felf wafting pleafure; 

Where, if the foul bur ftoop, death ftands prepar’d 
Po draw the net, and drown the Souls enfnar’d. 
Ox. ba ; 4 
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162 Emblemes. - Book 3 
Poor foul! how arc thou hurried toand fro? 
Where canft thou fafely ftay 2? where fafely go? 
if ftay ; thefe hot-mouth’d’Houndsare apt to tear thee : 
If go; the fnares enclofe, the nets enfnare thee: 
‘What good inthis bad world has pow’ vinvite thee 

A willing Gueft? wherein can earth delight thee? 
Her pleafures are but icch: Her wealth, but.Cares: 

A world of Dangers, and a world of fnares: — 

The clofe purfuers bufie hands do plant 

Snares in thy fubftance; Snares attend thy want; 


n 
° 


_ Snares in thy credic; Snares inthy difgrace,. — 


¢ 


Snares in thy high eftate ; Snares in thy bafe ; | 
Snares tuck thy bed; and Snaresfurround thy board; _ 
Snares watch thy thoughts ; and Snares attach thy word} 
Snares in thy quiet, Snares ia thy commotion ; i 
Snares in thy diet ;'Snares in thy devotion; YY 
Snares lurk in thy refolves, Snares in thy doubt, % 


_ Snares lie within thy heart, and Snares without, 


_ Snares are above thy head, and Snares beneath, 


Snares in thy ficknefs, Snares are in thy death: - 
O, if thefe purlieus be fo full of danger, Les 
Great God of hearts, the worlds fole fov’raign Ranger, 
Preferve thy Deer, and lec my foul be bleft = 839 > 
In thy fafe Foreft, where I feck for reft : 


Then Jet the Hell-hounds roar, I fear no ill, | ae 
‘Rouze me they may, but have no powr to kill, i 
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[S. AMBROS. lib, 4. incap, 4. in Luc. 


The reward of honours, the height of power, the del icacy of 
dict, and the beauty of an harlot are the {nares of the Devil. 


, | Ss. A MBROS. de bono mortis, 


Whilft thou feekeft pleafures, thou runneft into fnares, for 
the’ eye of the harlot, is the {nare of the Adulterer, vi 


SAVANAR.. 


In eating he fets before us gluttony : in generation luxury. 
in Labour, fluggifhnefs : in converfing, envy s in governinz, 
ovetoufne/s : in correcting, anger: in honour, pride : in the 
heart, hefets evil thoughts : inthe mouth, evil words ¢ in 
actions evil works: when awake, he moves us to evil actie 
ns: when afleep, to filthy dreams. : 


, EPIG, 9. . 
Be fad, my Heart, Deep dangers waie thy mirth; 
Thy foul’s way-laid by Sea, by Hell, by Earth: 
Hell has her hounds: Earth, {nares : the Sea a fhelf; 
Bat moft of all, my heart, beware thy felf, 
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X. 


PSALM 143. 2. 


Exter not into judgment with thy fervant, 
_ Sor in thy fight fall xo man living be 
Fifi. 


Felis: Faftice. Sinner, 
Fe Rite forth the Pad uftice. F7u.Thy commands 
Are done, Juft Judge:See here the pris'ner ftands. 


Fef« What has the pris’ner done? Say ; what’s the caufe. 


Of his commitment? 7u/t. He hath broke the laws 
Of his too gracious God ; confpir’d the death _ 
Of that great Majefty that gave him breath, | 
And heaps tranfgreffion, Lord, upon tranfgreffion. 
 Fef.How know ’ft thou this? Fu.Ev'n by his own con fef- 
His fins are crying ; and they cry’d aloud ! (fion : 
They cry’d to heav’n, they cry’d to heav’n for blood. 
_Fef-What fay’ft thou finner? haft thou ought to plead, 
That fentence fhould nor pafs? hold up thy head, * 
And fhew thy brazen, thy rebellious face. 

Sin. Ah me! I dare nor: I’m too vile and bafe 
To tread upon the earth, much more, to life 
Mine eyes to heav’n; I need no other fhift 
Than mine own confcience ; Lord, I muft contefs, _ 
fam no more than duft, and no whit lefs 
Than my indi&tment ftiles me; Ah, if thou ’ 

‘arch too fevere, with roo fevere a brow, 
Whar flefh can ftand? I have tranfgreft thy laws; 
My merits plead thy vengeance; not my caufe: 
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166 Emblemes. - Book 4, 
Fuft. Lord, fhall I ftrike the blow? Fe/. Hold, Juftice, 
Sinner, fpeak on; what haft thou more to fay? ‘ (ftay: 
Sin, Vile as 1 am, and of my felf abhorr'd, 
Tam thy handy-work, chy creature, Lord, 
Stampt with thy glorious Image, and at firft 
 Moft like to chee, though now a poor accurft, 
Convicted Caiciff, and degen’rous creature, 
Here trembling acthy bar. ut. Thy faule’s the greater, 
Lord, fhall I ftrike theblow? Fe/. Hold, Juftice, fay : 
Speak finner; haft chou nothing more to fay? - % 
' , Sia. Nothing but Mercy, Mercy, Lord; my ftate 
Is miferably poor and defperate ; _ 
I quire renounce my felf, the world, and flee 
From Lord to 7e/us; from thy felf to thee. 
Fuft. Ceafe thy vain hopes; my angry God has vow'd ; 
Abufed mercy maft have blood for blood : 
Shall I yet ftrike the blow? Fef. Stay, Juftice, hold; - 
My bowels yearn, my fainting blood grows cold, | 
To view the trembling wretch? Methinks, I fpie 
My father’s Image in the pris’ners eye. ay. 3 
Fut. 1 eamiot hold. Fef. Then turn thy thirfty blade 
Into my fides, let there the wound bemade: 
Chear up, dear foul; redeem thy life with mine: 
My foul fhall fmart, my heart fhall bleed for chine. ? 
_ Sin, O groundlefs deeps! O love beyond degree! ~ 
Th’ offended dies, to fet th’ offender free. | 


re 


Book 3. Emblemes. 167; 
Ss. AUGUST. ~.. 


_ Lord, If Ihave done that, for which thou mayeft damn me; 
thou haft not loft that whereby thou mayeft fave me: Remem- 
ber not, (weet Feflus, thy juftice againft the finner, but thy be- 
nignity towards thy Creature:Remember not to proceed againft 
a guilty foul, but remember thy mercy towards a miferable 
wretch : forget the infolence of the provoker, and behold the 
mifery of the invoker ; for what is Felus but a Saviour ? 


ANSELM. 


Have ve(pect to what thy son hath done for me, and for- 
get what my fins have done againft thee: My fle(h hath pro- 
woked thee to vengeance ; let the flefh of Chrift move thee to 
mercy: It ismuch that my rebellions have deferved; but 
it is more that my Redeemer hath merited, — : 


| BPG. ieto. 

Mercy of mercies! He that was my drudge 
Is now my Advocate, is now my judge: 
He fuffers, pleads, and fentences alone: 
Fhree L adore, and yeradore bur One. 
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ineneeayio RD 
PSAL. 69, is. 


Let not the water-floods overflow me, neither 


‘Let the deeps {wallow meup. — 


pee vorld sa Sea; my flefh a Ship that’s mann’d 
With labring Thoughts,and fteer’d by Reafons hand: 
My Heart's the Sea-mans Card, whereby fhe {ails 5 

fly loofe Affections are the grearer Sails: | 
he top fail ismy Fancy, and theGufis 

Phat fill thefe wanton fheets, are worldly Lutts, 
ray’ is the Cable, at whofe end appears 

he Anchor Hope, ne’er flip’d but in our fears: 

ty will’s th’ unconftant Pilot, that commands : 

Phe ftage’ring Keel; my Sins are like the Sands ¢ 
‘epentance isthe Bucket, and mine Eye. * 

he Pump, unus’d (but in excreams) and dry ; 

y conicience is the Plummet that doth prefs 
Ede; but feldom cries, 0 fathom le(s 

hooth Calm’s fecurity ; the Gulf, defpair; 

ly Freights’s Corruption, and this Life’s my Fare: - 
'Y Soul’s the Paffenger, confus’dly driven 

fom fear co frighe; her landing Port is Heaven. 
ly Seas are ftormy, and my Ship doth leak 5 

ly Sailersrude; my Steers-man faint and weak : 

ly Canvafs torn, it flaps from fide to fide; 

ly Cable’scrackt, my Anchor’sflightly ty’d; 

ly Pilor’s craz’d; my fhipwrack- Sands are cloak’d ¢ 
y Bucket’s broken, and my Pump is choak’d ; 

y 


Calm’s deceitful ; and my Gulf too near ; 7 
Wares are flubber’d, and my Fare’s too dear: 
Plummec’s lighe, it cannot fink nor found; 

Mall my Rock-bethreataed Soul be drown’d? 
ao M Meee 2 Ore 


toor Emblemes: Book 3. 
Lord, ftili the Seas, and fhield my Ship from harm; 
Inftruct my Sailours, guide my Sceerfmans arm : 
Touch thou my Compafs, and renew my Sails, 
Send ftiffer courage or fend milder gales ; 
“Make ftrong my Cable, bind my Anchor fafter; . 
Direé& my Pilot, and be thou his Mafter ; 
Objeé the Sands to my more ferious view, . 
Make found my Bucker, bore my Pump anew: 
New caft my plummet, make it apt to try 
Where the Rocks lurk, and where the Quick-fands lie ; 
Guard thou the Gulf with love, my Calms with Caregy 
Cleanfe thou my fraught; accept my flender Fare 5 
Refrefh the Sea-fick paffenger , cut fhort 
His Voyage; land him in his wifhed Port : 
Thou, Thou, whom winds and ftormy feas obey, 
That through the deep gav'ft grumbling I/rel way, 
Say to my foul be fate, and then mineeye ? 
- Shall fcorn grim death, although grim death ftand by 
O thou whofe ftrength-reviving Arm did-cherifh 
Thy finking Peter, at the point to perifh, 
Reach forth thy hand, or bid me tread the wave, 
¥ll come, Vil come: The voice that calls will fave. 
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Book 3. Emblemes.. yt 
S. AMBROS, Apol. poft. pro David. Cap. 3. , 


The confluence of Iuft makes a great tempeft, which inthis 
fea difturbeth the fea-faring foul; that reafon cantiot govern its 


Ss AUGUST. Soliloqu. cap. 35. 


We labour in the boyfterous fea: Thou flandeft upon the- 
fhore and feeft our dangers: Give us grace to hold a middle 
‘courfe betwixt Scylla and Charybdis, that both dangers e- 
Scaped, we may arrive at our Port fecures 


cs. a EPIG. ar. 

My foul, thé feas are rough, and thoua firanger 

In thefe falfe coafts ; O keep alodf; there’s danger > 

Caft forth thy plummet; fee a rock appears ; 

Thy fhip wants fea-room; make it with thy tears. 
M 2 
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O that thou wouldft protect me inthe 


grave and hademe untill thy. , fury be 
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O that thou wouldft hide me in the grave, that 
thou wouldjt keep mein fecret until thy 

wrath be paft ! Bald. an 
Whither fhall I flie; what path untrod 


Shall I feek out to fcape the flaming rod 
Of my offended, of my angry God 2 otis 


t 


Where fhall I fojourn? What kind fea will hide 
My head from thunder? Where fhall I abide, 
Until his flames be quench’d or laid afide? 


What, if my feet fhould take their hafty flight, 
And feek prote¢tion in the fhades of night? 
Alas, no fhades can blind the God of Light. ° 


What, if my foul fhould take the wings of day, 
And find fome defart ? If fhe {prings away, 
The wings of vengeance clip as faft as theys 


Whatif fome folid rock fhouldenterrain 
My frighted foul? Can folid rocks reftrain 
The ftroke of Juftice and not cleave in twain? 


Nor Sea, nor Shade, nor Shield, nor Rock, nor Cave, 

Nor filent Defarts, nor the fullen Grave, 

What flame-ey'd fury meanito finite, can fave. 

The Seas will part, Graves open, Rocks will fj plir; 

The Shield will cleave; the frighted Shadows flir; 

Where Juftice aims, her fiery darts muft Rit, ‘ 
et: kn ee ' ; tat 
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174 Evblenies. Book 3. 


No, no if ftern-brow’d vengeance meatis to thunder, 
There isno place above, beneath, nor under, ~ 
So clofe, but willunlock, or rive in funder, 


Tis vain to flee ;.’tis neither here nor there. 
Cay {cape that hand, until chat hand forbear 5 
Ahme! Where is he not, that’s every where? 


‘Tis vanity to flee; till gentle mercy fhew 
Her better eye, the farther off we go, 
The {wing of Juftice deals the mightier blow. 


Th’ ingenuous child, corretted, doth not flie — 
His angry mother’s hand, bur clings more nigh, 
And quenches with his tears her flaming eye. 


Shadows are faithlefs, and the rocks are falfe ; 
No truft in brafs, no truft in marble walls ; 
Poor cots are even as fafe as Princes halls. 


Great God, there is no fafety here below; 
Thou art my Fortrefs thou that feem’{t my foe, 
"Tis thou that ftrik’ft the flroke muft guard the blow. 


Thou art my God ; by thee T fall or fland; 


‘Thy grace hath giv’n me courage to withftand 


All coreures, but my confcience and thy hand, © 


I know thy Juftice is thy felf; I know, 
Juft God, thy very felf is Mercy too, 
if not co thee, where? Whither fhould ¥ go? 


Then work thy will? If paffion bid me flee, 
My reafon fhall obey ; my wings fhall be 
Suretcht out no further than from. thee to thee, 
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S AUGUST. in Pfal. 33. 


Whither. fle I 2 To what place can I fafely flie? Towhat 
mountain? To what den? To what ftrong houfe?What Caftle 
fhall I hold? What walls fhall hold me 2 Whitherfoever I 
go, my (elf followeth me : For whatfoever thou flieit, O man, 
thou maift but thy own confcience : Wherefrever,0 Lord, I 0, 
I find thee; if angry, a Kevenger ; if appeafed,a Redcemer ; 
What way have I, but to flie from thee to thee: That thoy 
maift avoid thy Gog, addrefs to thy Lord, sg 4 


| EPIG. 12. 
_ Hath vengeance found thee? Canvhy fears command 
No rocks to fhield thee from her thund’ring hand? 
-Know’ft chou not where to fcape? Til cell thee where 
My foul make clean thy confcience; hide thee there.) 
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7 my dayes fe Coal then,and let me 
alone that I may bewayle me a title, Tob.t0.20 
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Are not my days few? Ceafe then, and lei 
te alone, that I may bewail my felfa little. 


M? Glafs is half unfpent ; Forbear t’arreft | 
My thriftlefs day ‘too foon: my poor requeft 
Is that my glafs may run but out the refi, 


My time-devoured minutes will be done 
Without thy help; fee, fee how fwift they run; 
Cut not my thred before my thred be {pun. 


The gain’s not great I purchafe by this fay ; 
What lofs fuftain’{t thou by fo {mall delay, : 
To whom ten thoufand ‘years are bura day? 


My following eye can hardly make a fhife 
Yo count my winged hours; they fly fo fwift, 
They {carce deferye the bounteous name. of gift. 


The fecret wheels of hurrying Time do give 
So thort a warning, and fo faft they: drive, 
That I am dead before I feem to live. 


And what’s a Life? a weary Pilgrimage, 
Whofe glory in one day doch fill the ftage 
With Child-hood, Man-hood, and decrepit Age. 


And whar’s a Life? the flourifhing array 
Of the proud Summer meadow, which to day 
Wears her green: plufh, and is to morrow hay. 


And what's a Life? A blaft faftain’d with cloathing, 
Maintain’d with food, retain’d with vile felf-loaching, 
Then weary of i; felf, again to nothing, 
: Per ee a he Read 


178 Evableses. Book 3. | 
Read on this dial, how the fhades devour a 
My fhort-liv’d winters day ; hour eats up hour ; 
Alas, che rotal’s but from eight to four. 


Behold chefe Lilies (which thy hands have made 
Fair copies of my. life, and open laid ; ey 
To view) how foon they drcop, how foon they fade! 


Shade not thatdial, night: will blind too foon ; 
My non-ag’d day already points to noon ; 
How fimple is my fuic! how fmall my boon ! 


Nor do f beg this flender inch, to while 
The time away, or fafely to beguile _ 
My thoughts with joy; here’s nothing worth a fmile. 


No, no: "tis not to pleafe my wanton ears 
With frantick mirth, I beg but‘hours, nor years: 
And what thou giv ftme, I will give to tears. 


Draw not that foul which would be rather led ! 
That Seed has yet not broke my ferpents head ; 
O fhall I die before my fins are dead ? 


Behold thefe rages ; am Ta fitting gueft — 
To tafte the dainities ef thy royal feaft, 
With hands and face unwafhd, ungirt, unbleft 2 


Firft, lec che Jordan ftreams (that find fupplies 
From the deep fountain of my heart) arife, 
And cleanfe my fpots, and clear my leprous eycs: 


have a world of fins to be lamented , 
I have a fea of tears that muft be vented : 
© fpare tillthen; and then I die contented, 


S. AUGUST. lib, de Civit. Dei, Cap. to. 


_ The time wherein we live, is taken from the {pace of our 
life; and what remaineth, is daily made le{s and lefs, info. 
much that the time of our life s-nothing but a paffage to 
death. | | Hehe: 


S. GR EG. lib. 9. cap. 44. in Jon. 


As moderate afflictions bring tears,foimmoderate take away 
tears; infomuch that forrow becometh no forrow, which fwal- 
lowing up the mind of the affitted, taketh away the fenfe of 
the affliction. sek Patna, LCG 


BP LG, “13, 
Fear’ft thou to go, when fuch an’ Arm invites thee? 
Dread ft thou thy loads ot fin? or what affrighrs thee ! 
thou begin to fear, thy fear begins; 
Fool, can he bear thee hence, and not thy fins? 
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~ftand this; They would confider their latter end 
Deuteron, 72 480. | 
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DEUT. 32. 29. 


0 that men were wife, and that they under- 


ftood this, that they would confider their 

latter end. : cig : 
| Flefh. ‘gd pwabien to 3 . . Spirit. 
: ae means my fifters eye fo oft to pafs | 
| Through the longentry of that Optick glafs? 
Tell me; what fecret virtue dothinvite |: | 
Thy wrinkled eye to fuch unknown delight? 
|S). It helps the fight, makes things remote appear 
In perfect view; It draws the objetts near. | 
F], What fenfe-delighting objects doft thou {pie ? 

What doth chat glafs prefent before thine eye ? 

Sp. I fee thy foe, my reconciled friend, 

Grim Death, even ftanding ac the Glaffes end: 

‘His left hand holds a branch of Palm; his right ~ 
| Holds forth a two-edg’d {word... Fl. A proper fight. 
| And. is this all?. Doth thy Profpettive: pleafe 
| Th’ abufed fancie with no fhapes but thefe? 
| Sp. Yes, I behold the dark’ned Sun bereav’n. . 
| Ofall his light, che battlements of Heav’n 
| Swelt’ring in flames; the Angel-guarded Son 

Of glory on his high Tribunal-Throne; 
_ I fee a Brimftone Sea of boyling fire, ; 
| And Fiends, with knotted whips of flaming wire, 
| Tort’ring poor fouls, that gnafh their teeth in vain, 
_ And gnaw their flame-tormented tongues for pain. 
Look, fifter, how the queazy-ftomach’d Graves 
| . Vomit theirdead, and how the purple waves 
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Scall’d their confumelefs bodies, ftrongly curfing - 
All wombs for bearing, and.all paps for nurfing. 

Fi. Can thy diftemper’d fancy take delight 
In view of tortures? thefe are fhows c’affrighe : 
Look in this glafs triangular ; look here, 

Here’s that will ravifheyes. Sp. What feeft chou there. 

F/,. The world in colours; colours that diftain 
The cheeks of Protew, of the filken crain 
Of Flofa’s Nymphs; fuch various forts of hewy 
As Sun-confronting Iris never knew: 

Here, if thou pleatfe to beautifie a rown, 

Thou maift; or with a hand, turn’t upfide down; 
Here maift thou fcane or widen by the meafure 

Of thine own will; make fhort or fong at pleafure: 
Here maift thou tire thy fancy, and advife 

With {hows more apr to pleafe more curious eyes. 

Sp. Ah fool! thae dot’ft on vain, on prefent toys, 
And difrefpett'ft thofe true, chofe future joys! 
How firongly are thy thoughts befool’d, alas, 

To dote on goods chat perifh with thy glafs! 

Nay, vanifh with che turning of a hand’ 

Were they but painted colours it might ftand 

With painted reafon that they might devore thee; 
But things chat have no being tobefot thee? 

Forefight of future torments is the wa 

To baulk thofe ills which prefent joys bewray. 

As thou haft fool’d thy felf, fo now come hither, 

Break that fond glafs, and let’s be wife together. 
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S. BONAVENT.de contemptu feculi. 


O that men would be wife under ftand,and forefee. Be wife, 
to kncw three things : The multitude of thofe that are to be 
damned : the few number of thofe that are to be faved; and 
the vanity of tranfitory things: Underftand three things,the 
multitude of fins, the omiffion of good things, and the lofs 
of time: Forefee three things, the danger of death, the laft 
judgment, and eternal punifhinent. 


g EPIG. 14. 

What, Soul, no further yet? what ne’er commence 
_ Mafter in Faith ? Still batchelour of Senfe? 

Ist infufficiency? Or whathas made thee 

_ Gerflip thy loft degree? thy lufts have ftaid thee, 
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XV. 
PSALM 20. 10. 


My life is fpent with grief, and my years 
| with fighing. | : . 


V Hat fullen Star rul'd my untimely birch, | 
. That would not lend my days one hour of Mirth? 
How oft have thefe bare knees been bent to gain 
The flender alms of one poor fmile in vain? 
How often, tir’d with the faftidious lighr, suas 
lave my faint lips implor’d the fhades of night ? 
How often have my nightly torments pray'd: = 
For lingring twilight, glutted with the fhade? 
Day worfe than night, night worfe than day appears, 
In fears I {pend my nights, my days’ in rears: © | 
I moan unpity’d, groan without relief, * 
There is no end nor meafure of my grief. 
The {miling flow’r falutes the day ; ir grows 
Untouch’d with care; it neither {pins nor fows : 
O that my tedious life were like this flow’r, . 
Or freed from grief, or finifh’d with an hour ; 
Why wasI born? Why was I born a man? 
And why proportion’d by fo large a {pan ; 
Or why fufpended by the common lot, 
And being born to die why die IT nor? __ 
Ah me! Why is my forrow-wafted breath ' 
Deny'd the eafie privilege of death? 
Bs branded flave chav tugs the weary oar, 
brains the Sabbath of a welcome fhore? 
His ranfom’d firipes are heal’d, his native foil 
Sweerens the mem'ry of his foreign toil : ‘ee 
N ( Bur 


1 
i 


186 Ewblevies. Book 3, 
But ah! my forrows are not half fo bleft; 
My labour finds no point, ‘my’pains no reft : 
I barter fighs for tears, and tears for groans, | 
Still vainly rolling Sifyphean ftones. | 
Thou juft obferver of our flying hours, | 
That with thy Adamantine fangs, devours _ 

The brazen monuments of renowned Kings, 

Doth thy :glafs ftand? Or be thy moulting wings, 
Unapt to fie? If nor, why doft thou fpare 

A willing breaft; a breaft that ftands fo fair? 

A dying breaft, that hath but only breath 

To beg a wound, and ftrength to crave a death ? 

O that the pleafed Heav’ns would once diffolve 
Thefe flefhly fetters, that fo faftinvolve _ , 

My hamper’d foul ; then would my foul be bleft 
From all thofe ills, and wrap her thoughts in reft : - 
Till then, my days are months, my months are years — 
_ My years are ages to be fpent in tears: . 
My grief’s entailed upon my waftful breath, 

Which no recov’ry can cut off but death, 

Breath drawn in cottages, puft out in thorns, 

Begins, continues, and concludes in groans. 
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INNOCEN Ty de Vilitate condit, humanz. 


O who will give mine eyes a fountain of tears, that I may 
bewail my miferable ingre{s of mans condition , the finful 
progrefs of mans conver{ation, the damnable egre{s in mans 
diffolution ? I will confider with tears; whereof man was 
made, what man doth, and what man is to do: Alas, he 
& formed of earth, conceived in fin, born to punifhment : He 
doth evil things which are not lawful; he doth filthy things, 
which are not decent, He doth vain things, which are not 
expedient. , } 


| EPIG. 13. 
‘My heart, Thy life’s a debt by Bond, which bears 
A fecret date; the ufe is groans and Tears ; 
Plead not; ufurious Nature will have all, 
As well the Int’reft as the Principal. 
N 2 
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Dy Elk 
FOURTH BOOK. 

Jee ROM us 2h 
I fee another Lawinm Ly members warring a- 


gainft the Law of my mind, and bringing 
we into captivity to the Law of fin. 


How my willis hurried’ to and fro, : | 
And how my unrefolv’d refolves do vary ! 
[know not where to fix, fometimes I go © J 
This way,’then that, and then che quite contrary: 
1 like, diflike; lament for what I could nor ; 
" Vdo, undo; yet ftill do what.I would nor, 
And at the felf fame inftant will the thing I would not. 
a es 


hus are my weather beaten thoughts oppreft 
With th’ earth-bred winds of my prodigious will; _ 
hus am I hourly coft from EafttoWelt* 
Upon the rowling ftreams of good and ill: 
Thus am I driven upon thefe flipp’ry fuds - 
From real ill to talfe apparent goods; 
ly life’s a troubled fea, compos’d of ebbs and floods, 


3 

he curious Penman, having trimm’d his page 

With the dead language of his dabled quill, 
ets fall a heedlefs drop, then in a rage ‘a 
Cafhiers the fruits of his unlucky skill; 
_ Ev’n fo my pregnant foul in th’ Infant bud 

fher beft thoughts fhowrs down a cole black flood ° 
f unadvifed ills, and cancels all her good. . 

_ OOPS N 3 nyinte. Some- 


y 
. 


| 


j 
| 
| 


19¢ Emblemes. Book re | 


4 


Sometimes a fudden flafh of facred heat fe | 
Warms my chill foul,and fers my thoughts in frame, : 
But foon that fire is fhouldred from her feat % | 
By Juftful Cupid’s much inferiour flame, 
I feel two flames, and yet no flame entire; 
Thus are the mungrel thoughts of mixt-defire, 
Confum’d between that heav‘nly and this earthly fire, 


$ 


Sometimes my trafh-difdaining thoughts our-pafs 
The common period of terrene conceit 5 
© then methinks I fcorn the thing I was, 
Whilft I ftand: ravifh’'d at my new. eftate: 
But when th’ Icarian, wings of my, defire . 
Feel: but the warmth of their, own. native fire, : 
© then they melrand plunge within their. wonted) mire,. 


6 
{ know the nature of my wav'ring mind; 
I know the frailty of my flefhly will: . 
My Paffion’s Eagle-ey'd ; my judgment blind ; 
¥ know what's good, bur yet make choice of ill. 
When th’ Oftrich wings of my. defies fhall be 
So dull, they cannot mount the leaft degree, 
Yergrant my foul defire, but of defiring thee, 
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| S. BERN. Med. 9. 


My heart is a vain heart, 4 vagabond and inftable heart, 
while it is led by its own judgment, and wanting Divine coun- 
fel cannot fubfift in it felf ; and whilft it divers ways feeketh 
eft, findeth none,but remaineth miferable through labour, and 
woid of peace : it agreeth not with it feif; it diffenteth from 

“it felf ;it altereth refolutions changeth the judgment, frameth 
new thoughts, pulleth down the old,and bu.ldeth then up a- 
gain: It willeth and willeth not, and never rema;neth in 
the fame flate. , | 


S. AUG UST, de verb. Apoft. 


When it would, it cannot; becaufe when it might,it would 
not: Therefore by an evil will man Loft his good powers 


: : EPIG. i, ; 
My foul, how are thy thoughts difturb’d, confin'd, 
Enlarg’d betwixt thy members and thy mind = ° 
Fix here or there ; thy doubt-depending caufe 
Can ne’er expect one verdict cwixt two Lawg. 
aha Ee a yey eis N 4 Sie ens & 
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| IL 
| PSALM 1109.5. 
O that my ways were directed to keep thy 
E Staines f 1 8' SVoni ho rag 
I 


a I, the object of the worlds difdain, 
= With Pilgrim pace furround the weary earth : 
T only relifh what the world counts vain; | 
_ Her mirth’s my grief, her fullen grief my mirth; 
Her light my darknefs ; and her truth my errour, 
Her freedom ismy Gaol; and her delight my cerrour: 
yi f Pees ; 

Fond earth! proportion not my feeming love 

To my long ftay ; let not my thoughts deceive thee; 
Thou art my prifon, and my home’s above; 
_ My life’s a preparation but to leave thee: 

_ Like one that feeks.a door, I walk about thee: _. 
With thee [cannot live; I cannot live without thee. 3 


The world’sa lab’rinth, whofe anfraétuous ways 
‘ Are all compos’d of rubs and crook’d Meanders ; 
No refting here ; He’s hurried back that ftays’ 
A thought, and he that.goes unguided wanders: 
He way is dark, her path untrod, unev’n,; 
So hard’s the way from earth; fo hard’s the way.to Heaven.’ 


Bf ii A ee 

This gyring Jab‘rinch is betrench'd about 

On either hand with ftreams of fulph’rous fire, 
Streams clofely fliding, erring in and our, 
» But feeming pleafant ro the fond defcrier ; Laity 
_ Where if his foorfteps truft cheir own invention, 
He falls without redrefs, and finks without dimenfion, 
ee ee Ne Where 
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Where fhall I feck a Guide.) where fhall I meet 
' Some lucky hand to lead my trembling paces? 
What trufty Lanchorn wil) -direc& my feet | 
To fcape the danger of thefe dang’rous. places? 
What hopes have I to pafs without a Guide, | 
Where one gets fafely through, a thoufand fall befide. © 


6. 


An unrequefted Star. did) gently {lide 
’ Before the Wife-nien.to,a: greater Light, 
Back-fliding Ifr’el found a double Guide ; 
A Pillar and a Cloud; by Day, by Night: 
Yer in my defp’rate dangers which be far 
More great than theirs, I have no Pillar, Cloud, nor Star. 
7 
© that the pinions of a clipping Dove 
Would cut my paflage through the empty Air; 
Mine eyes being feal’d, how would I mount above 
The reach of danger and forgorten care! 
My backward eyes thould, néer. commie that fault, 
Whofe lafting guile fhould build amonument of Salt.» 


8 


Great God that art the flowing Spring of Light, 
‘Enrich mine eyes with thy refulgent Ray : 
Thou art my Path; direét my. fkeps aright ; 
[have no other Light no other Way ; — 
- Ul eruft my God, and him alone purfue,; 1B 
His Law fhall be my Path; his Heavenly Light my Clue. 


“<$ AUGUST 
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S. AUGUST, Solilog, cap. 4. 


0 Lord; who art the Light, the Way, the Truth, the Life; 
in whoin there is no darkne(s, errour, vanity nor death : the 
Light, without which there is darknefs; the Way, without 
which there is wandring; the truth, without which there is 
errour ; the life, without which there is death: Say, Lord, 
let there be light,and I fhall fee Light, and e(chew darknefs ; 
I foal fee the way, and avoid wandring ; I fhall fee the truth, 
and fhunerror; I {hall fee Life, and e(cape Death : Illumi- 
nate, O illuminate my blind Soul, which fitteth in darknefs, 
and the fhadow of death; and diredt my feet in the way of 


peace. : i 


E PIG, 2. 
Pilgrim trudge on: what makes thy foul complain 
Crowns thy complaint, The way toreftis pain: - 
‘The road to refolution lies by doubt: ‘ 
Phe next way home’s the fartheft way about. 
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Il. 
PSALM 17. Se: 
Stay my fleps in thy paths, that my feet do 


I 
| WW Hen ere the old Enchange of profit rings 
| Her: filver Saints-bell of uncertain gains, 
My Merchant.foul can ftretch both legs and wings, 
_ How Ican run, and take unwearied pains! 
The charms of profit are fo ftrong, that I 
Who’ wanted legs to go find wings to flie. . 
4 +S st ; 
If time-beguiling pleafure but advance 
Her lufiful trump, and blow her bold alarms 
O how my fportful foul can frisk and dance, 
And hug that Syren in her twined arms! 
The {prightly voice of finew-ftrengthning pleafure 
Can lend my bed-rid Soul both legs and leifure. 
a te 3: - 
Tf blazing honour chance tofill my veins 
With flac’ring warmth, and flath of Courtly fire, 
My foul can take a pleafure in her pains: . 4 
My lofty ftrutting fteps difdain to tire ; 
beg My antick knees can turn upon the hinges 
~ Of Complement, and {crue a thoufand cringes. 


% 
But when I come to Thee, my God, that art 
The royal Mine of everlafting treafure, 

“The rea] honour of my better part, 

And living fountain of eternal pleafure, 

How nervelefs are my limbs! how faint and flow ! 

____ Thave no wings to flie nor legs togo: : 
\é : oO 
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"Great all in all chat artmy reft, my home; 


Be | 
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So when the fircams of {wift-foor Rhene convey | 
. Herupland riches to the Belgick fhore, | 


Phe idle veflel flides the war'ry lay, 


Without the blaft or tug, of wind, or oar: 
Her flipp’ry keel divides the filver foam. 
With eafe ; So facile is the way from home. 
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But when the home-boutid veffel turns her fails 
Againft the breaft of the refifting ftream, 
O then’ fhe flags; ftor fail, nor oar prevails; 
The ftream is fturdy, and her Tide’s extream: | 
Each ftroke is lofs, and every tug is vain: — i 
A Boat-lengths purchafe is a league of pain. 
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|. My way is tedious and my fteps are flow: 
Reach forth thy helptul hand, or bid me come ; 
I amthy child, O teach thy child to go: 
Conjoyn thy {weet commands to my defire, 
» And I will veneure, though I fall ox tire, 
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| Ss. AU G UST. Ser, 15. de Verb. Apoft. 


Be always difpleafed at what thou art, if thou defireft to 
attain to what thou art not : for where thou haft pleafed thy 
felf, there thou abideft. But if thou fayeft, I have enough, thon 
perifhelt : Always add, always walk, always proceed ; neither 
ftand ftill, nor goback, nor deviate: He that ftandeth ftikt 
proceedeth not, He zoeth back that continueth not, He de- 
viateth, that revolteth ; He goeth better that creepeth in his 
way, than he that runneth out of bis way. 


4 EPIG, 3, 

Fear not, my Soul, to lofe for want of cunning ; 
Weep not; Heav’n is not always got by running: 
Thy thoughts are {wift, although thy legs be flow; 
True love will creep not having ftrength to go. 
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om 2 IV. | | Serine 
“PSAL. itg: 126. 


My flefh trembleth for fear of thee,and I ané 
afraid of thy judgments. 
JT Ec others boaft of Inck, and go their ways. 
4 Withtheir fair game, know vengeance feldom plays 
To be too forward, but doth wifely frame 
Her backward Tables for anafter-game: 
She gives thee leave to venture many a blot;_ 
And, for her own advantage, hits thee. not; 
But when her pointed Tables are made fair, 
That fhe be ready for thee, then beware; 
Then, ifa neceffary blot be fer, ae ‘te 
She hits thee; wins the Game; perchance the fet 
if profp’rous chance make chy; cafting high, 
Be wifely temp’rate; caft a ferious eye. 
On after-dangers, and keep back thy game; __. 
Too. forward feed-times make thy harveft lame. 
If left-hand Fortuné give thee lefr-hand chances 
Be wifely patient; let not envious glances 
epine to view thy gamefters heap {fo fair ; 
The hindmoft hound takes oft the doubling Hare. 
The Worlds great. Dice are falfe ; fometimes they go 
Extreamly high, fometimes extreamly low: 
Of all her gamefters he that plays the leaft, 
Lives moft at eafe, plays moft fecure and beft: 
Ehe way to win, is to play fair, and {wear 
Thy felfa fervantto the Crown of fear ; 


) é mf er a © Fear 
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Fear is the primer of a -Gamefters skill: 

Who fears not Bad ftands moft unarm’d to III. 
The fll that’s wifely fear’d, i half wichftood ; 

_ And fear of Bad is the beft foyl to Good, 

True Fear’s th’ Elixir, which in days of old 
Turn’d Leaden Croffes into Crowns of Gold: 

The Worlds the Tables; Stakes, Eternal life ; 
The Gamefters, Heav’n and I, Unequal ftrife! » 
My Forrufies are my Dice, whereby I frame 
My indifpofed Life: This:Life’sthe Game'j, > 1: 
My fins are fev’ral Blots, the Lookerson — 

Are Angels; and in death che Game is.done. 
Lord, ’m.a Bungler, pat egt doth grow 
Still more and ‘more unfhap’d; my Dice run low: 
The Stakes are great, my carelefs Blots are many: 
And yet chou paffeft by and hicftnoc any: 
Thou art coo'ftrong; and I have nome to guide me 


With the leaft jog ; the lookers on deride me: 


Ic is a Conqueft undeferving Thee, 5 Ral 
To win a ftake from fuch a Worm as me; 
I have nomore to lofe; If we perfever, ~~ 
_* Tis loft: and that once loft I'm loft forever, 


-: 
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Lord, wink-at faults, atid be not tod fevere, “i 
And J will ply my Game wich ‘greater fear ;~ 7 
O give me Fear, ere Fear has paftherdate:> 
Whofe blot being hir, then fears, fears chen too, late. 
LS BER 
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S. BERN, Ser. 54. in Cant. 


There # nothing fo effeétual to obtain Grate, to retain © 
Grace, and to regainGrace, as always to be found before God 
not overwife, but to fear : Happy art thou if thy heart be re- 
plenifhed with three fears; a fear for received Grace, a grea- 
ter fear for loft Grace, a greateft fear to recover Grace, 


 §& AUGUST. fuper Pfal. 


Prefent fear begetteth Eternal fecurity : Pear God, which 
is above all, and no need to fear man at all 


. EPIG. 4. 
Lord, fhall we grumble, when th y flames do fcourge uss 


(Our fins breath fire; tha fire returns to purge us. 


Lord, what an Alcymift art thou, whofe skill 


‘Tranfmutes to perfec Good from perfeet il! 
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V. 
_PSAL. 119. 376 


urn away mime eyes from recarding vanity. 
Bie’ 7 


Ow like the threds of flax” si 
That touch the flame, are my inflam’d defirest t 
How like.to yielding wax 
My foul diffolves before thefe wanton fires ! 
The fire but touch’d, the flame but felc, 
Like flax, I bura 5 like wax, I melt, 


2 


© how this flefh doth draw 
_My fetter’d foul to that deceitful fire ! 
And how the eternal Law 
Is baffled by the law of my defire! 
~ How truly bad, how feeming good 
Are all the laws of flefh and sol 


Ca 
O clea flare of men, 
The hight of whofe ambition is to borrow 


What muft be paid again 
‘With griping int’reft of the nexe dave forrow! 


* How wild his thoughts! How apt to range! 
How ape to vary? Apt to te gga 
na 
How intricate and nice 


Is mans perplexed way to mans defiret Re Way 


Sometimes upon the ice — 
| He flips, and fometimes falls into the fir 3 
“His progrefS is extreame and bold,’ 


Ps ov Rhy hots, 9 ys pe He 
+93 The 


ba i 


206: Emblemes. Book 4. 


<n ennenttiiemetieaiati 


s ‘ 


The common, food he doth * / 

-Suftain his foul-tormenting thoughts withal, 
Is honey in. His mouth.“ 

To night, and in his heart to morrow Saif 
Tis oftentimes, within aa hour, 
hore rat {weet and very fowre. 


6) 
If fweet Corinna fmile, 
A Heav’n of joy breaks down into his heart: 
Corinna frown a while, 
Hells torments are but copies of his f{mart. 
Within a luftful heart doth dwell 
A feeming Heay’n, a very Heil. 


i 
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Thus worthlefs, ' vain, and void 

Of comfort, are the fruits of earchs employment, 
Which ‘ere they be enjoy’d 

Diftraé&t us, and deftroy us inth’ enjoyment; ~ 
Thefe be the pleafures thatare priz’d, 
When Heay’ ns cheap pen’ 'worth ftands defpis d, 


8 


Lord, quench thefe hafty fathes.: 
Which ‘dart as lightning from the thund’ring skies, _ 
And ev’ry minute dathes igh 
-Againft the wanton windows of mine eyes: hee fi 
Lord, clofe the cafement, whilft I ftand 
Behind the curcain of. Bh hand. 
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Ss. AUGUS T. Soliloq. cap. 4. 


O thou Sun that iluminateth both Heaven and Earth !We 
be unto thofe eyes which do not behold thee : Wo be unto thofe 
blind eyes which cannot behold thee s Wo be unto thafe which 

turn away their eyes that they will not behold thee : Wo be unto 
_-thofe that turn away their eyes that they may bebold vanity. 


S. CHR YS. fup. Mat. 19, 


What is the evil woman but the enemy of friendfhip, anun- 
avoidable pain,a neceffary mifchief,a natu‘al tentation, ade- 
firable calamity, a domeftick danger, a delectable inconve- 
“orig and the nature of evil, painted over with the colour of 
600d. | :; oo 


EPIG, 5. 


> Tis vain, great God, to clofe mine eyes from ill, 
“When I refolve to keep the old man ftill; 

My rambling heart muft covenant firft wich thee, 
Or none can paf$ betwixt mine eye and me. 

Ss 0 
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If have found Javour in thy sight Let, muy” 
hfe be Given me at my petiton, efter 7.3 
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Vi | 
ESTHER 7.3. 


Af I bave found favour in thy ficht, and if 
” it pleafe the King, let my life be giver 
me at my petition. vaihh | 


Oe art the Great Affuerus, whofe command 
Doth:ftretch from Pole to Pole; the world’s thy 

Rebellious Vafhti's the corrupted will, » (Land; 

Which being call'd, refufes to fulfil cae he 

Thy juft command ; :Efther, whofe tears condole 
‘The raz'd City’s, the regen’rate Soul ; 
_Acaptive maid, whom thou wilt pleafe to grace 

With nuptial Honours in ftout Vafhti’s place: - 

Her kinfman, whofe unbended knee did thwart 
Proud Haman’s glory, is the flefhly part : 

The fober Eunuch, that recall’d to mind. 

. The new-built gibbet ( Haman had divin’d 

For his own ruin) fifty cubits high, - = 

His Jufiful-thought-controlling chafticy; 

Infulting Haman is that flefhly lnft : 

Whofe red-hot fury, for a feafon, muft 
Triumph in pride, and ftudy -how to tread 
On Mordecai, till royal Efther plead: 

' Great King, thy fent for Vajhti.will not come; 

O let the oy! o’th’ bleffed Virgins womb ae 
‘Cleanfe my poor E/ther; look,’ O look upon her 
With gracious eyes; and let thy Beam of honour 

So fcour her captive ftains, chat fhe may prove: 


An holy Objett of thy Heavenly love ; 


7 ee soe: - Anoine - 
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Anoint her with the Spiknard of thy graces, 
Then try the fweetnefs of her chaft embraces : 
Make her the partner of thy nuptial bed, 
And fet thy Royal crown upon her head ; 

If chen ambitious Haman chance to {pend 

His {pleen on Mordecai, that fcorns to bend 
The wilful ftifnefs of his ftubborn knee, 
Or bafely crouch to any Lord but thee, 

If weeping E/ther fhould prefer a groan 
Before the high tribunal Throne, 

Hold forth thy Golden fcepter, and afford 
The gentle audience of a gracious Lord : © 

And let thy Royal Efther be pofieft 

Of half rhy Kingdom, at her dear requeft > 
Curb luftful Haman; him that would a ee 
Nay, ravifh thy fair Queen before thy face : 
And as proud Auman was himfelf enfnar'd 

On that felf-gibbet that himfelf prepar’d ; 

So nail my luft, both punifhment and guilt, 
On thar dear Crofs thar mine own lufis have built, 


| at ods 
Ss AUGUST 
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Ss. AUGUST. in Ep. | 


O holy (pivit, always infpire me with holy works. Conftrain 
me, that I may do ; Counfel me, that I may love thee ; Con 
firm me, that I may hold thee; Conferve me, that I may 
not lofe thee. 


\ 


S$. AUGUST. fup. Joan, 


The spirit lufts where the flefh refteth : For as the flefh is 
nouri(hed with fweet things the Spirit is vefrefhed with fowre, 


Tbidem. — 


Wouldft thou that thy flefh obey thy fpirit ? Then let thy 
fpirit obey thy God. Thou muft be governed, that thou mayft 
govern, 


E‘P I G.t.7. 
Of Mercy and Juftice is thy Kingdom built ; 
This plagues my fin, and that removes my guilt; 
When e’re I fue, Affuerts like declin@ 
Thy Scepter; Lord, fay, Half my Kingdom’s thine, 
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CANTICLES 7. 11. 


Come, my beloved, let us go forth into the 
_ field, and let us remainin the villages. 


£ 


 Chrift. mo Soul: 
Chr.q~ Ome, Come, my dear, and let us both retire 
| And whiff the dainties of the fragrant field ; 
» Where warbling Phil’mel, and the fhrill mouth’d quire 
_. Chaune forth their raptures; where the Turtle builds 
Her lovely neft, and where the new born brier 

_. Breathes forth the Sweetnefs that her Ajvil yields : 

Come, come, my lovely fair, and let us try 

vee Thefe rural delicates; where thou and I 
‘May melt in private flames, and fear no ftander by. 


| ‘2 
‘Soul. My hearcs.eternal joy, in lieu of whom. 


..,-Lhe.earth’s a blaft,.and all che world’s a bubble ; 


' , Our, City-manfion is the fairefthome, >... 
__. Bug Country fweetsare ting’d with leffer. trouble : 
Let's try them boths, and chufe therbetter ; come; 
_,, change in pleafure, makes the, pleafure double ; 
\.... On thy commands depends my.go or tarry, 
 .  Pilttir with Martha, or Pil {tay with Mary.2, 
Our hearts are firmly fit, although her pleafures vary. 
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he pe 


Chr. Our Country-manfion (fituate on high) 
With various Objects, ftill renews delight; 
Her arched roof’s of unftain’d Ivory: 
Her walls of fiery-fparkling Chryfolyte ; 
Her pavement is of hardeft Porphyry; { 
_ Her fpacious windows are all glaz’d wich bright 
And flaming Carbuncles ; no need require 
o\\. 0 ) Titan’s faine rays; or/ulcan’s feeble fire ; 
~ And ev'ry Gate’s a Pearl; and every Pearl entire. | 
; 


4 


Soul, Fool that I was ! how were my thoughts deceiy’d 


‘How falfly was my fond conceit poffeft! 

{ rook'it for’an Hermitage buc pav'd 7 

(4) > And daub’d with neighb'ring dirt, and thacht a! 
tos" Alas, Pne’erexpetted more nor crav'd; (bet 
’ A Turtle hop’d ‘bue for a Turtles neft: : 

'.. Come, ‘come, my dear, and let noidleftay — 

_) 'Negleét th’ advantage of the head-ftrong day 

How pleafuregrates,chat feels the curb of dull delay 


5 


Chr. Come then, my Joy; Tet our divided paces. 
_., Condat¥ us to our faireft territorys | 
2° there we'll twine Gur-fouls-in fweet embraces; 
soul. And in -thind arms 1'll tell my paffion ftory: 
* @hrO there ['ll crown thy "héad with’ all CT ge 
“Sout. . a graces fhall'reflett thy: glo 


ry: 
eT] feed thee with celeftial Afanna 3 


wdy a 8; BERN 


ee ae ee 
S, BERN. | 


O bleffed Contemplation / The death of vices, and the life 
of virtues ! Thee the Law and the Prophets admire : Whoever 
attained perfection, if mt by thee ! O bleffed Solitude, the 
Magazine of Celeftial Treafure ! by thee things earthly, and 


tranfitory, ave changed into Heavenly, and Eternals 
-S. BERN. in Ep, 


Happy is that houfe,and bleffed is that Congregation, where 
Marcha /til! complaineth of Mary. | 


| EPIG, 7. 

Mechanick foul, thou muft not only do 

With Martha, but with Mary, ponder too: 
erty: chat houfe where thefe fair filters vary; 
But moft, when Martha's resoncil’d to Mary. 
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vel, WEE 
CANTICLES 1. 3. 


Draw me; we will follow after thee by the 
_ favour of thy good Oyntments. | 


r-Hus, like a lump of the corrupted Mafs, 
I lie fecure, long loft before I was: _ ; 
And like a block, beneath whofe burthen lies 
; That undifcover’d worm that never dies, __ 
Thave no wilito rouze, [have no power to rife, 


Can ftinking Laz’rus compound or ftrive . _ 
Wich deaths entangling fetters, and revive? 
Or can the warer-buried Axe implore 
A hand to raife it, or it felf reftore, 


And from her fandy deeps approach the dry-foot fhore ? 


So hard’s the task for finful flefh and blood 
To iend the fmalleft ftep to what is good. 

_ My God, I cannot miove the leaft degree! 

_ Ah! If but only thofe that ative be, Aga 
Notie fhould thy glory fee, none fhould thy glory fee, - 


But ifthe Potter pleafe t‘inform the clay; 
fome ftrong hand remove the block away: 
_ Their lowly fortunes foon are mounted higher ; 
_, That proves a vefiel, which before was mires 
And this being hewn, may ferve for betcer ufe than fire. 
a. 


eG 2. © OP And 
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And if that life-reftoring voice command 

Dead Laz’rus forth; or that great Prophets hand — 
Should charm the fullen waters, and begin 
To beckon or to dart a ftick but in, 

Dead Laz’rus muft revive, and th’ Axe muft float again. 


Lord, as fam, I have no pow’ at all 
To hear thy’voice, or Echo to thy call; oF 
The gloomy Clouds of mine own guilt benight me; — 
Thy glorious beams, not daincy {weets invite me; 
They neither can direét; nor thefe at all delight me. _ 


See how my fin-bemangled body lies, 

Not having pow’r to will, nor will to rife! 
Shine home upon thy Creature,.and infpire 
My lifelefs Will with thy regen’rate fire, 

The firft degree to do, is only to defire. 


Give me the power to Will, the Will to do; ; 
O raife me up, and I will ftrive to go: \ 
Draw me, O‘draw me with thy trebble twift, 
That have no pow’ but meerly to refift; 4 
© lend me ftrength to do, and chen command thy lift! 


My Soul’s a Clock, whofe wheels (for want of ufe 
And winding up, being fubject to the abufe 

Of eating ruft) wants vigour to fulfil 

Her twelve hours task, and fhew her makers skill, . 
But idly fleeps unmov’d, and ftandeth vainly ftill. 


Great God, it is thy work, and therefore good, 
’ If chou be pleas’d to cleanfe it wich thy blood, 
And wind it up with thy foul-moving keys, 
Her bufie wheels hall ferve thee all her days; (praife 
Her hand fhall point chy pow’r, her hammer ftrike th 


A 


a 
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S, BERN, Serm. 2t. in Cant. 


Let us run,let us run but inthe favour of thy Ointment, not 
in the confidence of our merits, nor in the greatne/s of our 
flrength : We truft to run, but in the multitude of thy mercies, 
for though we run and are willing, it is not in him that wi ll- 
eth, nor in him that runneth, but inGod that (heweth mercy. 
O let thy mercy return, and we will run : Thou like a Gyant, 
runneft by thy own power; we, unlefs thy Ointment breath 
upon ws, Cannot run, 


_ «EPIG. & . 
Look not, my Watch, being once repair’d to ftand 
Expecting motion from thy Maker’s hand. _ 
_ H’as wound thee up, and cleans’d thy Cogs with blood 
If now thy wheels ftand ftill thou art not goed. 
. P 2 ; 
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IX. 
CANTICLES 8.1 


O that thou wert as u y Brother,that fuckid 
the breafts of my mother , when I fhould 
find thee without, I would kifs thee. 


I 


yes come, my bleffed Infant, and immure ghe 
2 Within the temple of my facred arms; 
Secure mine arms, mine arms fhall then fecure thee 
From Herod’s fury, or the High-Priefts harms: 
Or if thy danger’d life fuftaina lofs, _ 
My folded arms fhall turn chy dying crofs. 


2 


~ But ah; what favage Tyrant can behold 
The beaury of fo {weet a face as this.is, 
And not himfelf be by himfelf controul’d, 
And change his fury to a thoufand kifles? 
One fimile of thine is worch more Mines of treafure 
Than there be Myriads in the days of Cafar. 


3 


O had the Tetrarch, as he knew thy birth, 
” So known thy-ftock, he had not thought to paddle 
_ In thy-dear blood, but proftrateon the earth 
"Had veil’d his Crown-before thy Royal Cradle, 
And laid the Scepter of his glory down, 
_, And begg’d a Heavenly for an Earthly Crown. 
Ree ee ee Iluftrious 


& 


4 
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Illuftrious Babe ! How is thy handmaid grac’d 
With aricharmful! How doft thou decline 
Thy Majefty, that wert fo late embrac’d © 
. In thy great Fathers arms, and now in mine? 
How humbly gracious art thou, to refrefh 
Me wich thy Spirit, and affume my flefh! 


5 


But muft the treafon of a traitour’s Hail 
Abnfe the fweetnefs of thefe ruby lips? 
Shall marble hearted cruelty affail | 
Thefe Alabafter fides with knorted whips? 
And muft thefe fmiling Rofes entertain , 
The blows of feorn, and flurts of bafe difdain ? 


6 


Ah! Muft thefe dainty lirtle fprings that twine 
So faftabout thy neck, be pierc’d and torn 
With ragged nails? And muft thefe brows refign 
- Their Crown of Glory for a Crown of thorn? 
- Ah, muftthe bleffed infant tafte the pain 
Of deaths injurious pangs; nay worfe, be flain? 


7 


Sweet Babe! At what dear rates do wretched I 
~ Commit a fin!:Lord, ev'ry fin’sa dart; 
And ev'ry trefpafs lets. javelin flies 
_ And ev'ry javelin wounds thy bleeding heart: 
Pardon, fweer Babe, what I have done amifs; 
And {eal thar granted pardon with a kifs, 


pe ee "Ss. BONA 


. 
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Ss BONAVENT. Soliloqu. Cap. 5. 


O feet Fefit, I knew not that thy hiffes were fo fweet, nor 

thy fociety fo deleétable, nor thy aftraéfion fo virtuous: For 
phen I love thee,t am clean ; when I touch thee, I amchafte; 
when I receive thee, 1 ama Virgin : O moft fweet Fefu, thy 

~ embraces defile not, but cleanfe; thy attraction polluteth not, 
but fanéifieth : 0 Fe(u the fountain of univerfal fweetnefs, 
pardon me that I believed fo late, that fo much fweetne/s 


in thy embraces. 


EPIG. 9. 


My burthen’s greateft: Let not Atlas boalt: 

_ Impartial Reader, judge which bears the moft; 
~ He bears but Heav’n, my folded arms fuftain 4 
_ Heav'ns maker, whom sce Heav'n cannot COntalae 
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CANTICLES3. 1. 


On my bed by night I fought aes that way foul 
 loveth 3; I fought hing, but I found hin 
fe PONE AS i cE | abs Ai 


The thing they hop’d-to find-was were they foughr. 
One feeks his wifhes where he fhould ; but then 
Perchance he feeks not as he fhould, nor when, 
Another fearches whén he fhould; but there: 

He fails; not feeking as he fhould, nor where. 
Whofe foul defires the 


: oe 
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How oft have my unwitnefs'd groans lamented 

Thy deareft abfence! Ah, how often vented 

The bitrer tempefts of defpairing breath, | : 

And toft my foul upon the waves of death! 4 
How often has my melting heart made choice : 
Of filent tears (tears louder than a voice) » 

To plead my grief, and wooe thy abfent ear! | 

And yet thou wilvnot come, thou wilt not hear. 

O isthy wonted love become ‘fo cold! ~~ 

Or do mine eyes not feek thee where they fhould 

why do I feck thee, if thou art Rot here? 

Or find thee not, if thou art ev'ry where ? 

I fee my errour, it is not ftrangeI could not 

Find out my love ; I fought him where I fhould not. 
‘Thou art not found in downy beds of eafe ; 

Alas, thy mufick ftrikes on harder keys : 

Nor art thou found by that falfe feeble light 

Of'Natures candle, our Egyptian night 

1s more than common darknefs ; nor can we 

@xpek a morning but what breaks ‘from thee. 

Well may my empty bed bewail thy lofs, 

when thou art lodg’d upon thy fhameful crofs: 

-J€ thou refufe to fhare a bed with me, 

we'll never part, I'll fhare a crofs with thee, 


i“ 


ANSELK 
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ANSELM, in Protolog. 1. 


_ Lord, if thou art not prefent, where fhall I feek thee ab- 
nt ? If every where, why do I not fee thee prefent ? Thou 
welle/t in light inacceffible, and where is that inacceffible 
ight ? Or how fhall Ihave accefs to light inacceffible 2 I be- 
ech thee, Lord,teach me to feek thee, and fhew thy felf to the 
reker; becaufeTcan neither (eek thee, unlefs thou teach me, 
or find thee, unlefs thou fhew thy felf to me: Let me feek 
hee, in defiring thee, and defire theein feeking thee: Let 
ne find thee in loving thee, and love thee in finding thee. 


3 E P ] Ge fo, 
there fhouldft thou feek for reft, but in thy bed? 


ut now thy reft is gone, chy reftis fled: 
15 vain to feck himthere: My foul be wife; 
Oask thy fins, they'll rell thee where helies. 


a 
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Twill rife now, and goe about the City wi the frets, 
spied ahora Toile (toh, Pc whorn my [oul 
fought hire but found hum noc Caniz.4 
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XI. 
My C ANT I CL ES 3. 2. 


Twill rife, and go about the City, and wil 
| feck him that my foul loveth: I fought 
bine, but I found him not. : 


I 
ee my difappointed foul’s perplext! | 
./ How reftlefs thoughts {warm in my troubled breaft® 
How vainly pleas'd with hopes, then crofly vexe 
With fears! And how betwixt chem both diftreft! 
What place is left unranfack’d? Oh, where next _ 
Shall I go feek the Author of my reft ? 
Of what blefs'd Angel fhall my lips enquire 
The undifcover’d way to that entire 
And everlafting folace of my hearts defire ? 


2 4 


Look how the ftricken Heart that wounded flies 
_ Oe’r hills and dales and feeks the lower grounds 
For running ftreams, the whilft his weeping eyes” 
_ Beg filent mercy from che following Hounds Sra 
At length, emboft, he droops, drops down, and lies 
Beneath the burthen of his bleeding wounds: 
Ev nfo my gafping foul, diffolv’d in tears, ) 
Doth fearch for thee, my God, whofe deafned ears, 
Leave me thunranfom’d Pris'ner to my panick fears. 
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3 
/ Where have my bufie eyes not pry’d? O where, 


Of whom hath noc my chred-bare tongue demandec 
I fearch’d this glorious City ; he’s not here: ... 
[fought the Country; fhe ftands empty handed; 
I fearch’d the Court , he is a ftranger there: 
Lask’d the land ; he’s fhipp’d : the fea; he’s landec 
I climb’d the air, my thoughts began rafpire ; 
Burah! the wings of my too bold defire, — 
Soaring too near the Sun, where findg’d with facred fir 


4 

4 mov'd the Merchants ear; alas, but he 

Knew neither what I faid, nor what to fay: 
Lask’d the Lawyer, he demands a fee, 

And then demurs me with a vain delay : 
Lask’d the Schoolman, his advice was free, 

But fcor’d me out too intricate a way : 

I ask’d the Watch-man (beft of ali the four) 


Whofe gentle anfwer could refolve no more; 
But that he lately left him at the Temple door. 


5 


Thus having fought; and made my great inqueft 

In ev'ry place, and fearch’d in ev'ry ear; 

L threw me on my bed; burah! m reft 

Was poifon’d with th’extremes © ‘grief and fear; 

whete looking down into my troubled breaft, 

The Magazine of wounds, 1 found him there s 
Let others hunt, and fhew their fportful Art; 
{with to catch the Hare before fhe ftart, 

As Poachersufe to do; Heav’ns Form’s a troubled he 
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S. AMBROS, lib. 3. de Virg, 


Chrift is not inthe market, nor in the flreets ¢ For Chrift is 
Peace, in the market are ftrifes : Chvrift is Fuftice, in the 
market is iniquity: Chrift is a Labourer, in the market is 
idlenefs Chrift is Charity, inthe market is flander : Chrift 
is Faith, inthe marketis fraud. Let us not therefore feek 
Chrift, where we cannot find Chrift. 


‘S. HIER OM. Ser, 9. Ep. 22. ad Euftoch. 


Fefus is jealous: He will mot have thy face feens Leg 
foolifh Virgins ramble abroad, feek thou thy Love at homes 


/ 


: ; E PIG. ff. 

_ Whar, loft thy love? will neicher bed nor board 
Receive him? Not by tears to be implor’d? 

It is the Ship that moves, and not the Coaft; 
I fear, 1 fear, my foul, ’tis thou art loft. 
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oho th hte 
Se , CAN TICLE $5.4." 
Have you feen him whon my Soul loveth 2 ' 
_ When Thad. paft alittle from them, then 
I found him, I took hold on bint, and left 


him not. 


As | 7Hat fecret corner? what unwonted way 
‘VY Has fcap’d the ranfack of my rambling thought? 


‘The Fox by night, nor the dull Owl-by day, 

_ Have never fearch’d thofe places I have fought, 
Whilft they lamented, abfence taught my breaft 
The ready rodd to grief, without requett ; 

‘My day had neither comfort, nor my night had reft. 


2. 
‘How hath my unregarded language vented 
_ The fad tautologies of lavifh paffion; —. 
‘How often have I languifh’d unlamented! bee 
How oft have I complain’d, without compaffion! 
ask’d the City-watch, but fome dény’d me 
_» Thecommon ftreet,whilftothers would mifguide me, 
Some would debar me; fome,divert me; fome,deride me. 


Mark how thé Widow’d Turtle, having [oft 
The faithful Partner of her loyal heart, 
Stretches her feeble wings from coaft to coaft, 
' Haunts ev’ry path ; thinks every fhade doth part 
Her abfent Love, and her; at length unfped, 
«She re-betakes her to her lonely bed, 
And there bewails her everlafting. Widow-head. 
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4 
So when my foul had progreft ev'ry place, 
That love and dear affection could contrive, . 
I threw me on my couch, refolv’d t embrace 
A death for him in whom I ceas’d to live: 
But there injurious Hymen did prefenc 
His landskip joys; my pickled eyes did vent 
Full fireams of Briny tears, tears never to be {pent. 


Whilft thus my forrow- wafting foul was feeding 
Upon the rad’cal humour of her thought, 
Ev'n whilft mine eyes were blind, and heart was bleeding 
He thac was fought, unfound, was found, unfoughr 
As it the Sun fhould dart his orb of light 
Into the fecrets of the black-brow’d night : 
Ev’n fo appear’d my Love my fole, my foul’s delight. 


6 


O how mine Eyes now ravifl’d at the fight | 
Of my bright Sun-fhoc flames of equal fire! 
Ah! How my foul diffolv’d with o’er. delight, 
To re-enjoy the Crown of chaft defire ! 
How fov’reign joy depos'd and difpoffeft . 
- Rebellious grief! And how my ravifl’d breaft —— 
But who can prefsthofe heights, that cannot be expreft 


2 


O how thefe arms, thefe greedy arms did twine, 
And ftrongly_taw@ft about his yielding watt 
The fappy bratiches®¥ the Thefpian Vine, 
Neer cling’d theirlefsbeloved Elm fo faft; 
. potest not thy flames; blind boy, thy feather’d fhot 
Let Hymens eafie {narls be quite forgot: | 
Time cannot quench our fire pol 
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ORIG. Hom. ro. in diverf. 


O moft holy Lord, and fweeteft Mafter, how good art thon 
to thofe that are of upright heart, and humble {pirit ! O how 
bleffed ave they that feek thee with a fimple heart !, How hap- 
py that truft in thee! It is amoft certain truth, that thou 
loveft all that love thee, and never forfakeft thofe that truft 
in thee: For behold thy Love imply fought thee, and un- 
doubtedly found thee: She trufted in thee, and is not forfa- 
ken of thee, but kath obtained more by thee, than fhe expect. 
_ ed from thee. 


- BE DA in cap, 3. Cant. 


The longer I was in finding whom 7 forght,the more earneft- 
ly I held him being found. 3 


. EPIG. 12. 

What? found him out? let ftrong embraces bind him; 
He'll fly perchance, ‘where tears can never find him, 
_ New fins will lofe, what old repentance gains, 

_ Wifdom not only gets, but got retains, 

* Q2 
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XU. 


Tt is goo d for ae to we acatele 
| Lord I have put my trib iny Lord God. 


Pos Pfal: 72:28 
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XII. 
PSALM 72. 28. 


It is good for me to draw near to God,I have 
put my truft in the Lord God. 
VV Here is that Good, which wife-men pleafe to call 


The chiefeft ? Doth there any fuch befal 
: Within mans reach ? or isthere fuch a Good at all ? 


If fuch there be, it neither muft expire, 
~ Norchange; than which there can be nothing higher : 
- Such good muft be the utter point of man’s defire. 


It is the Mark, to which all hearts muft rend ; 
Can be defired for no other end, 
Than for it felf, on which all other Goods depend. 


| What may this Excellent be? doth it fubfift 
A real Effence clouded in the midft 
Ofcurious Art, or clear coev’ry eye that lift? 


Or is't a tart Idea, to procure 
Ain edge, and keep the prattick foul in ure, 


Like that dear Chymick duft, or puzling Quadrature ? 


Where fhall I feek this? Where fhall I find 
This Cath’lick pleafure, whofe extremes may bind 
My thoughts? and fill che gulf of my infaciate mind ¢ 

Lies ic in Treafure? In full heaps untold 2) 

—_ Doth gouty Mammon’s griping hand infold 
This facred Saint in facred fhrines of fov’reign gold ? 
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No, no fhe lies not there; wealth often fours 


In keeping ; makes us hers, in teeming ours; 
She flides from heaven indeed,but not in Danae’s fhowers. 


Lives fhe in honour? no. The Royal Crown 
Builds up a creature, and then batters down: 
Kings raife chee witha fmile, and raze thee witha frown, 


In pleafure? no. Pleafure begins in rage ; 
Aéts the fools part on earth's uncertain ftage ; 
Begins the play in youth, and Epilogues in age. 


Thefe, thefe are baftard goods; the beft of thefe. 
Torment the foul with pleafing it, and pleafe, 
Like water’s gulp’d in fevers with deceitful eafe. 


Earth’s flatt’ring dainties are bue fweer diftreffes: 
Mole-hills perform the mountains fhe profefies, 
Alas, can earth confer more good than earth poffeffes? 


Mount, mount, my foul, and let my thoughts cafhier — 
Farth’s vain delights, and make the full carier 
At Heav’ns etérnal joys; ftop, flop, thy Courfer there. 


There fhall thy foul-poflefs uncareful! treafure, 
There fhale rhou {wim in never fading pleafure: _ 
And blaze in honour far above the frowns of Ce/ar. 


Lord, if my hope dare let her anchor falf > 
On thee,the echiefeft Good, no need to.call : 
For carths isferiour trath, Thou, thou art Allin Al, 
Screen ays} a aid . 4 
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S$. AUGUST. Soliloqu. cap, 13. ; 


I follow this thing, I purfue that, but I am filled with no- 
thing. But when I found thee, who art that immutable, indi- 
vided, and only good in my felf, what I obtained, I wanted 
not for what I obta‘ned not, I grieved not, with what I 

was poffeft, my whale defire was fatisfied. 


S. BERN. Ser. 9. fup, Beati qui habent, &c, 


Let others pretend merit ; let him brag of the burthen of - 
the day; let him boaft of bis Sabbath fafts, and let him 
glory that he isnot as other men: but for me, it is good to 
gleave unto the Lord, and to put my truft in my Lord God. 


EPIG. 13. 

~ Let Boreas blafts, and Neptune’s waves be join’d, 
_ Thy Aiolw commahds the waves, the wind: — 

_ Fear not the Rocks or Worlds imperious waves; 
"Thou climb’ft a Rock (my foul) a rock that faves, 
- Ra; 2 > aR : . Q 4: « wv 
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XIV. 
CANTICLES 2, 3. 


I fat ages his fhadow with great delight, 
and bis fruit was feet to my tafe. 


I 


Ook how the fheep, whofe rambling fteps do ftray 
1 From the fafe bleffing of her Shepherds eyes, : © 
Eft foon becomes the unprotetted prey iy 
To the wing’d Squadron of beleagring flies ; 
Where fweltered with the fcorching beams of day, 
- She frisks from bufh to brake, and wildly flies‘ away 
From her own felf, ev’n of her felf afraid ; 
She fhrouds her troubled Lrows in ev’ry glade, 
And craves the mercy of the foft rémoving fhade. 


2 


Ev’n fo my wandring foul, that hath digreft 

‘From her great Shepherd, is the ‘hourly prey 

Of all my fins. Thefe vuleures in my breaft : 

“- Gripe my Promethean heart; both night and day 

} hunt from place to place, but find no reft; . 

’ I know not where to go, nor where to ftay: 
The-eye of vengeance buris, her flames invade 

_ My fwelt’ring foul: My foul: hath oft aflay’d, . 
Yet fhe can find no fhroud, but can fhe feel no fhade? 


ij 
. 
> «% 
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cloud of dying flefh betwixt chofe beams and thee. 
Se Plesk oct nas wah. eo Ul eet Te Ops 257. 25 


3 . | 


My {low pac’d hours of foul-confuming grief, 

I fearch’d the fhades of fleep, to eafe my day 

Of griping forrows witha nights réprieve. 

i fought the fhades of death; thought there wallay 

~My final torments wich a fall relief: | | 
But mirth,nor fleep, nor death,can hidemy hours 
In the falfe fhades of their deceitful bow’rs , “| 

The firft diftracts, che next.difturbs,. the laft devours. | 


J fought the fhades of Mirth, to wear away 


4 


Where fhall Iturn? To whom fhall I apply me? 
Are there no ftreams where’a faint Soul may wade? — 
Thy God-head, Jefus, are the flames that fry me; 
Hath thy All-glorious Deity never a fhade, 
Where I may fit and vengeance never eye me, 
Where I might fic refref’dor unafraid? 
Is there no comfort ? Is there no refeétion ? 
Is there no cover that will give protection | 
T’ a fainting foul, the fubject of thy wraths reflection 2 


5 


Look up, my foul, advance the lowly ftature 
Of thy fad thoughts; advance thy humble eye: - 
See, here’s:a fhadow found The humane nature 
* Ts made th’Uinbella to the Deity, - ik ware 
Yo catch the Sun-beams of thy juft Creator : 
Beneath thisicovert thou maift fafely lie: 
Permit thine eyes to climb this fruicful tree, 
As quick Zacheus did, and thow fhale fee | 


GUIL 


ae 
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GUIL, in cap. 2. Cant, 


Who can endure the fierce rays of the Sun of Fuftice 2 Who 
ball not be confumned by his beams ? Therefore the Sun of Fu- 
lice took fle(h, that, through the conjunéion of that Sun and 
his humane body a {hadow may be made. 


S. AUGUST. Med. cap. 37, 


Lord, let my foul flee from the fcorching thoughts of the 
porld, under the covert of thy wings, that being refrefhed by 
he moderation of thy fhadow, fhe may fing merrily, In peace 
pill I lay me down and reft, | v | 


a, $ 


| BP I'Gy 4. 
Ah, treach’rous Soul, would not thy pleafures give 
vhat‘' Lord, which made the living, leave to live? 
2¢ what thy fins have done: thy fins have made 
€ Sun of Glory now become thy fhade, 
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XV. 
PSALM 137. 4. 


How phall we fing a fong of the Lord in a 
 ftrange Land ? 


U Rge me ho more: this airy mirth belongs 

To better rimes: thefe times are not for fongs. 
The fprightly cwang of the melodious Lute 
Agrees not with my voice: and both unfute 

My untun’d fortunes: the affected meafure 

Of ftrains, that are conftrain’d, afford no pleafure. 
Mufick’s the Child of Mirch; where griefs afiail 
The Troubled foul, both voice, and fingers-fail : 
Let fuch as ravel out their Javifh days, — 

In honourable riot; that can raife 

Dejected hearts, and conjure up a fp’rie 

Of madnefs by the Magick of delight, 

Let thofe of Cupid’s Hofpital, that lie 

Impatient Patients to a fmiling eye, 

That cannot reft, until vain hope beguile 

Their flatcer’d corment with a wanton {mile : 

Let fuch redeem their peace, and falve the wrongs, 
Of froward Fortune. wich their frolick fongs : 

My grief, my grief’s too great for {miling eyes 
To cure, or coanter-charms to exercife, 

The Ravens difmal croaks, the midnight howls 
Of empty Wolves mixt with the fcreech of Owls, 
The nine fad knolls of a dull paffing Bell, . 

With the loud language of a nightly knell, 


And 


aa ears of Seraphims, and entertain 
¥ 


246 Eublemes: — Book z 
And horrid out-cries of revenged crimes, 
Join’d in a medley’s mufick for thefe times; 
Thefe are no times to touch che merry ftring 
Of Orpheus; no, thefe are no times to fing. ‘4 
Can hide-bound Pris’ners, that have fpent their fouls, 
And famifh’d bodies in the noifome holes | 
Of hell black dungeons, apt their rougher throats, 
Grown hoarfe with begging alms, to warble notés? 
Can the fad Pilgrim, that hath loft his way 
“In the vaft defare ; there condemn’d a prey 
To the wild fubject, or his favage King; 
_Rouze up his palfie {mitten f{pirits, and fing? 
Canf a Pilgrim, and a Pris’ner too, 
(Alas) where I am neither known, nor know 
Ought but my torments, an unranfom’d ftranger 
In this ftrange climate, in a land of danger? 
O, can my voice be pleafant or my hand, 
Thus made a Pris’ner to a forein land ? : 
How can my mufick relifh in your ears, : 
That cannot fpeak for fobs, nor fing for tears? 
Ah, if my voice could, Orphews-like, unfpel 
My poor Eurydice, my foul, from Hell 
Of earth’s mifconftru’d Heaven, O then my breaft 
Should warble‘airs, whofe rhapfodies fhould feaft 


eav'ns higheft Deity wich their lofty ftrain, 
A ftrain well drench’d in the true Thefpian Well, 
Till then, earchs Semiquaver, mirth, farewel. 


oe  ! te Hse Fie Vettes Mu 
300k 4. Emblemes. ers 
3. AUGUST Med. cap. 33. 


 Oinfinitely happy are thofe beavenly virtues which are able 
to praife thee in holine/s and purity, with exceffive fweetne/ss 
and unutterable exultation /From thence they praife thee,from 
whence they rejoice, becaufe they continually fee for what they 
rejoice, for what they praife thee + But we pre(s’d down with 
this burthen of flefh, far removed from thy countenance in 
this pilgrimage, and bloyenup with worldly vanities, cannot 
worthily praife thee « We praife thee by faith, not face to 
face, but thofe Angelical fpirits praife thee face to face, and 
not by faith, | r 


lid 

Fo ‘ 
A? t E PI G. 15. : 
‘Did I refufe to fing? faid I thefe times | 
Were not for fongs? nor mufick for thefe climes ? 

It was my errour: are not groans and tears 

Harmonious raptures in th’Almighty’s ears? 
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I charge you, O daughters of Ferufalem, i 
you find my beloved, that you tell him that 
I am fick of love. 


ie I 
iy” holy Virgins that fo oft furround 
The City’s Sapphire walls, whofe {nowy feet 
Meafure the pearly paths of facred ground | 
And trace the new Fenufalem’s Jafper ftreet; _ 
Ah, you whofe care-forfaken hearts are crown’d 
With your beft wifhes; that enjoy the fweet . 
Ofall your hopes; ff e’re you chance to fpy 
My abfent Love, O tell him that I lie 
Deep wounded with the flames that furnac’d from his eye. 


“+2 


i charge you, Virgins, as you hope to hear - 
| The heav'nly mufick of yours Lover’s voice ; 
i charge you by the folemn faith you bear : 

To plighted vows, and to that loyal choice 
Of your affections, or, if ought more dear 

You hold; by Hymen, by your marriage joys, 

I charge you tell him that a flaming dart, 

_ _ Shot from his eye, hath pierc’d my bleeding hear, 
And Iam fick of love, and Janguifhin my fimart, 
... R Tell 


250: Exblemes. . Book 5. 


3 


Tell him, © tell him, how-my panting breaft 
1s fcorch’d with flames, and how my foul is pin’d, 
Tell him, O tell him, how Llie opprett 
With che full torments of a troubled mind ; 
Ortell him, tell him, chat he loves:in jeft, 
But I in earneft; tell him he’s unkind : 
But if.a difeontented frown appears 
. Upon his angry brow, accoff his ears 
With foft-and. fewer words, and-att-the re ftan tears. 
4 
O tell him, that his cruelties deprive abe 
My foul of peace, while peace in vain {ite feeks;. 
Tell him, thofe damask rofes that did ftrive 
With white, both fade upon my fallow cheeks; 
Tell him, no token doth proclaim! live, 
But tears, and fighs, and fobs, and fudden fhrieks 5. 
Thus if your piercing words fhould chance to.bore 
His hearkning ear, and move a figh, give o'er. 
To fpeak; and tell him, Tell him, that I could no.more. 


if your elegious breath fhould hap to rouze 
A happy tear, clofe harb’ring in his eye, 
Then urge his plighted faith, the facred vows, 
Which neither I can break, nor he deny; j 
Bewail the torment of his loyal f{ponfe, 
That for his fake would make a fport to.die: 
. O dleffed virgins, how my paffion tires. — 
Beneath the burthen of her fond defires! r 
egpnneves fhoc {uch flames, earth never felt fuch fires 
* § AUGUST 
¥ | 


ty 


“Book's. § Emblems. = «28 
S. AUG UST.Med. cap. go: 


What fhall I fay? What fhall I do ? Whither fhall I go? 
Where fhall I feek hm? Or when (hall I find him 2? Whom 
fhsll I ask ? Who will tell my beloved that Iam fick of Love ? 


GULIEL. incap., 5. Cant, 


‘I live,but not Is it % my beloved that livethin me: I 

hove my felf, not with my own love, but with the love of my 

- beloved that loveth me : I love not my felf in my felf,but my 
felf in him, and himinine. : 


+ % ‘ 


d EPIG, x, 

_ Grieve not (my foul) nor let thy Jove wax faint, 

_ Weep’ft thou to lofe the caufe of thy complaint? 

_ He'll come; Love ne’er was bound to times nor lays; 

p Bt then thy tears complain without a caufe. 
: R 2 
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S$ mee with: 


Stay me mith Flowers ; Comfort 
Apples forl am fick of lone Cane: 2+ 3° 


es 
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+. 
II. 


CANTICLES 2. 5. 


Stay me with flowers, and comfort me wit b 
apples, for I ane fick with love. 


I 
Bp love! how doth thy fov’reign pow’r 
| Subje& poor fouls to thy imperious rhrall ? 
They fay thy cup’s compos’d of fweetand fowre 
They fay, thy diet’s honey mixe with gall ; 
‘How comes it then to pafs, thefe lips of ours 
Still erade in bitter; taft no {weer ar all ? 
O tyrant love! Shall our perpetual toil 
Ne’er find a Sabbath to refrefh a while 
Our drooping fouls? Art thou all frowns,and ne’er a {mile ? 


2 


“You bleffed Maids of honour that frequent 
The royal courts of our renown’d Jehove, — 
With flow's reftore my fpirits faint and fpenc; 
O fetch me apples from Loves fruitful grove, 
To cool my palate, and renew my fcent, 
For Iam fick, for I am fick of love: 
Thefe will revive my dry, my wafted pow’rs, 
And they willfweeten my unfav’ry hours; © * 
Refreth me then with fruit, amd comfort me with flow’rs+ 


R 3 0 


ese Ewzblemes: Book 5. 
| a : 


© bring me apples to affwage that fire, 

Which Atna-like inflames my flaming breaft, 
Nor is ic every apple I defire, 

Nor that which pleafes evéry palate beft 
"Tis not the lafting Deuzan I require, 

Nor yet the red cheek’d Queening T requeft: 

_ Nor that which firft befhrew'd the name of wife, | 
Nor that whofe beauty caus’d the golden ftrife, _ 

No, no, bring me anvapple fromthe tree of life, 


4 


Virgins, tuck up your filken laps, and fill ye 
With the fair wealth of Flora’s Magazine , 


The purple.violet and the pale.fac’d lily: 


The pancy and the organ colombine ; 
The flowring thyme, the gilt-bowl daffadily; 
The lowly pink, the lofty eglantine: “5 
The blushing rofe, the queen of flowers, and beft 
Of Flora’s beauty ; bur above the reft, 
Ler Feffe’s fovereign flower perfume myjqualming breaft, 


é 3 


Fiafte, Virgins, hafte, for I lie weak and faint, 
Beneath the pangs of love ,; why ftand ye mute, 
As if your filence neither car’d to grant; * 
Nor yet your language to deny my fit; 
No key can lock the door of my complaint, 
‘Until 1 fell this flower, or tafte that fruit? 1 
Go, Virgins, feek this tree, and fearch that bowr; — 


+, 


©, how my foul fhall blefs that happy hour, 


That brings ro me {uch fruit, thac bringsme fucha flower. 
GISTEN, 


* 
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GIST EN. incap, 2. Cant. Expof. 3. 


O happy fickne{s, where the infirmity is not to death, but to 
life, that God may be glorified by it ! O Happy fever, that pro- 
eeedeth not from a confuming, but a calcining fire ! O Happy 
-diftemper, wherein the foul relifheth no earthly things, but 
only favoureth devine nourifhment f 


S. BERN. Serm. 51. in Cant. 


By flowers, underftand faith, by fruit, good works : As the 
flower or bloffom is before the fruit, fo uw faith before good 
works : So neither és the fruit without the flower, nov good 
works without faith. — . es naa 


a EPIG. 2. 

- Why apples, O my foul? Can they remove _ 
The pains of grief, or eafe the flames of love ? 

~ Te was thar fruie which gave the firft offence; _ 

That fent him hither; chat remov’d him hence. 
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: Hil. 


. _ CANTICLES 2, 16, | 
My beloved is mine, and I am bis Ee feed- 


eth among the lilies. — 
4 : noe” 
. 
TEV’ like two little bank-dividing brooks 
_ 4, That wath the pebbles with cheir wanton fireams, 
"And having rang’d and fearch’d a thoufand ndoks, ©.” 
_ Meet both at length in filver-breafted Thames, : 
__ _ Where.ina greater curreny they conjoyn: - 
So I my beft beloveds am, fo he is'‘mine. : 
2 
_ Ev’n fo we met ; and after long purfuir, 
i Ev'n fowe join’d, we both became entire; 
No need for either to renew a fuir, bi 
+ For I was flax and he was flames of fire. 


Our firm united fouls did more than twine; 
80 I my beft-beloved’s am ; fohe is‘mine, . \* 


3 
) 


if all thofe abet Monarchs that command 
| The fervile'quarters of this earthly ball, 
‘Should tender, in exchange, their fhares of Jand, 
_ ; T would not change my fortunes for them all : 

_ Their wealth is but a counter to my coyn; 
The world’s but theirs; but my beloved’s mine. 
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of: Se . y 
| aL . “a 
Nay more; if the fair Thefpian Ladies all 
Should heap together their diviner’treafure, 
That treafure fhould be deem’d a price too {mall 
To buy a minutes leafe ot half my pleafure 5 . 
* Y*Tis not the faéred wealth ‘of all the nine 
- Can buy my heart from him, or hisfrom- being, mine. 
6 


Nor Time, not Place, nor Chance, nor Death can bow 
“My leaft defires unto the leaft removes | 

fie's firmly mine by oath; I his by vow, 
Hé’s mine by faith; and I am his by love; 
He’s mine by water; Iam his by wine; 

Thus I my beft.beloved’s am; thus he is mine. 


6 


He is mine Altar; I, -his holy Place ; 
Lam his gueft; and he my living food; _ 
i'm his by penitence; he mine by grace, 
I'm his by purchafe ; he is mine by blood; ~ 
He’s my fupporting elm: and [his vine : 
Thus Pmy beft-beloved’s am; thus he 1s mine. | 
. 7 
_ He gives me wealth, I give himall my vows: = 9 
_ I give him fongs; he gives melengthof days: 
Wich wreaths of grace he crowns my conqu’ring brows ; 
. Anid I his Temples with a crown of Praife, : . ~ * 
Which he accepts an ev’rlafting fign, 
That I'my beft-beloyedsam ; that he ismine, |) 


Book 4, Exeblemes. . 259 
S. AUGUST, Manu, cap. 24. 


O my foul flampt with the image of thy God, love him o 
whom thou art fo much beloved : bend to him that boweth to 
thee, feck him that feeketh thee : Love the lover, by whofe 
love thou art prevented, begin the caufe of thy love : Be care. 
ful with thofe that are careful, want with thofe that want 5 
be clean with the clean, and holy with the holy : Choofe this 
friend above all friends, who when all are taken away, re- 
maineth only faithful tothee : In the day of thy burial, when 
all leave thee, he will not deceive thee,but defend thee from 
the roaring Lions prepared for their prey, noe 


a ae PihG, - 2, 3 
sing, Hymen, to my foul: What? loft and found } 
Weicom’d, efpous'd, enjoy’d fo foon and crown'd! 
de did but climb the Crofs, and chen came down |’ 
Ro th’ gates of hells criumph’d and fetch’d a Crown. 
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e IV. 
CANTICLES 7. 10. 


Lam my Beloveds, and bis defire is towards 
UBC. | 3 a: 


aby 
as to the Artick needle, that doth guide 
7 The wandring fhade by his magnetick pow’r, 
And leaves his filken Gnomon to decide — 
__ The queftion of the conitroverted hour, 
Firft franricks up and down, from fide to fide 
_ And reftlefs beats his cryftal’d Iv’ry cafe, 
With vain impatience; jets from place to place, 
And feeks the bofom of his frozen bride, 
: At length he flacks his motion, and doth reft 
His trembling pcint at his bright Poles beloved breaft. _ 


ste 


Ev'n fo my foul, being hurried here and there, 
By ev'ry object that prefents delight, 
Fain would be fettled, but fhe knows noc where; 
She likes at morning what fhe loaths at night ; 
She bows to honour ; then fhe lends an ear 
To that {weer fwan-like voice of dying pleafure, 
__ Then tumbles in the featter’d heaps of treafure; 
Now flatter’d with falfe hope; now foyl’d with fears: 
__ Thus finding all the worlds delight to be 
ie empty toys, good God, fhe points alone to re 
~ Se f > } / UE: 


ie 
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ai 
3 * 
But hath ché virmed fteel a power to move? 
Or can the untouch’d needle poinrarighte ; 
Or can my wandring thoughts forbear to rove, 
Unguided by the vertué oftthy fprit? 
© hath my leaden foul the arc t’ improve 
Her wafted talent, and unrais’d, afpire 
.’. . In this fad moulting time, of her-defire 2... 
“Not firft belov’d* have I th@ power to love; — 
I cannot ftir, but as thou pleafe to move me, 
Nor can my heart return thee love, until thou love me. 


4 
The ftill. commandrefs of the filent night 7 
Borrows her beams from her bright brothers eye; 
His fair afpeét fills her fharp horns with light, , __ : 
If he withdraw her flames are quench’d.and die: 
_Ev’n fo the beams of her enlightning fp'rit : 
Infus'd and fhot into my dark defire, 
Inflame my thoughts and fill my foul with fire, 
That Iam ravif’'d-with anew delight; =, 
But:if thou fhroud thy face, my glory fades, 
AndiI remaina Nothing, all compos’d of fhades. 


3 , s } 
Erernal God! O thow that only art ‘ 
The facred Fountain of eternal light, » 
And bleffed Load-ftone of my better part, 
O thoumy hearts defire, my fouls delight, fe) 
Refleét my foul, and touch my heart, 2 | 
And‘then my heart fhall prize no good above thee; 
And then my foul fhall know thee;knowing,love thee, 
And then my trembling thoughts fhall never ftarc d 
a thy commands, or fwerve the leaft degree 


Or .prefume to.moveé, but as they move in thee, 
8 ath: se aE nO GES 


» 
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S. AUGUS TuMed. cap. 25. 


If Man can love man with fo entire affe@ion, that the one 
can fcarce brook the others abferce, if a bride can be joined 
tober bride. groom with {0 great an ardency of mind, that for 
the extremity of love fhe can enjoy no rejt, nor fuffer his 
abfence without great anxiety, with what affection, with 
what fervency ought the foul whom thou haft efpoufed by faith 


and compaffton, to love thee her true God, and glorious bride- 
groom? ~~ 


My foul, thy love is dear: “Twas thought a good “e 
And eafie pen’worth of thy Saviours blood: 

‘But be not proud; All matters rightly fcann’d, 
_’Twas over-bought x “I'was fold at fecond hand. 
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v. 
_ CANTICLES 5.6. 
My Soul melted whil'f my Beloved fpate. 


’ Ord, has the-feeble.voice of flefh and blood . 
The power to work thine ears into a flood 
Of melted mercy? or the ftrength runlock 
The gates of Heav’n, and to diffolvea rock 
Of marbie clouds-into amorning fhow’r? 
Or hath the breath of whining duft che pow’r 
To ftop or {natch a falling: Thunder-bolt 
from thy fierce hand, and make thy hand reyole 
from refolure confufion, and inftead : 
Of vials, pour full bleffings om our head? 
Or fhall the wants of famifh’d Ravens cry, 
And move thy mercy to a quick fupply? 
Or fhall the filenc fuits of drooping flow’rs, 
Woo thee for drops, and be refrefh’d with fhow’rs? 
Alas, what marvel then, great God, what wonder 
[f thy hell-rouzing voice, that fplics in funder 
The brazen portals of eternal death ; 
What number if thac life.reftoring breath see 
Which drage'd me from the infernal fhades of night, 
Should melt my ravifh’d foul with o’er-delight ? 
0 can my frozen gutters choofe but run, 
That feel the warmth of fuch a glorious Sun? 
Methinks his language hike a flaming arrow 
Doth pierce my bones, dnd melts their wounded marrow. 


* * $ Thy 
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Thy flames, O Cupid (though the joyful heare 
Feels neither tang of grief, nor fears the {mare 
Of jealous doubts, but drunk with full defires) 
Are torments, weigh’d with thefe celeftial fires ; 
Pleafures that ravifh in fo high a meafure, 
That O I languifh in excefs of pleafure: | : 
What ravifh’d heart that feels thefe melting joys, 
Would noc defpife and loath the treach’rous toys 
Of dunghil earth? What foul would not be proud 
Of wry-mouth’d fcorns, the worft that flefh and blood 
Had rancour to.devife? Who would not bear 
The world’s derifion with a thankful ear ? 
~ What palate would refufe full bowls of fpighr, 
To gain a minutes tafte of fuch delight ? 
Great {pring of light, in whom there is no fhade 
But what my interpofed fins have made. 
Whofe marrow-melting fires admit no fcreen 
But what my own rebellions put between 
Their precious flamesand my obdurate ear? 
Difperfe this plague-diftilling cloud, and clear 
My mungy foul into a glorious day: 3 
Tranfplant this fcreen, remove this bar away, | 
Then, then my fluent foul fhall feel ‘the fires 
Of thy {weet voice, and my diflolv’d defires — 
Shall turn a fov'reign balfam, to make whole 
‘Thofe wounds my fins inflicted on thy foul. 
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S. AUG U ST. Solilog. cap. 34. 


What fire is this that fo warmeth my heart ? What light is 
this that fo enlightneth my foul ? O fire, that always burneth, 
| and never goes out, kindle me: O light which ever fhineft, and 

art never darkned, illuminate me: O that I had my heat 
from thee,moft holy fire’ How fweetly doft thou burn ? How 
Secretly doft thou fhine ? How defiredly daft thon inflame me ! 


BONAVENT. Stim. amoris, cap, 8. 


* It maketh God man, and man God; things temporal, eter- 
‘nal, mortal, immortal; it maketh an enemy, a friend; 2 
fervant, afin; vile things, glorious; cold hearts, fiery 5 
and hard things, liquid. 


EPIG. 5. 
My foul, thy gold is true, but full of drofs; 
Thy Saviours breath refines thee with fome lofs: 
_His gentle furnace makes thee pureas true; 
Thou muft be melted e’er th’art caft anew. 
: 3.2 
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VI. 
PSALM 73. 25. 


W, hom have lin Heaven but thee? and what 
defere I on earth in refpett of thee 2 


a 
| Love (and have fome caufe tolove) the earth: 
i She is my Makers creature; therefore good: © 
She is my Mother, for fhe gave me birth; — 
She is my tender Nurfe; fhe gives me food ; 
But what’s a Creature, Lord, compar’d with thee? - 
Or what’s my Mother, or my Nurfe to me? : 


@ 


I love the Air; her dainty {weets refrefh 
My drooping foul, and to new {weets invite me ; 
Her fhrill-mouth’d Choire fuftain me with their flefh, 
And with their Polyphonian notes delight me : i 
~ But what’sthe Air, or all the fweets, that fhe 

Can blefs my foul withal, compar’d to thee ? 


3 


I love the Sea: She is my fellow-Creature, 

My careful purveyour ; fhe provides me ftore :. 

She,wallsme round; fhe makes my diet greater;,, > 
She wafts my treafure from a foreign fhore: _ 

” Bur, Lord of Oceans, when compar’d with thee, 
What is the Ocean, or her wealth to me? 
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4 

To heav’ns high city I direét my journey, 
Whofe fpangled fuburbs entertain mine eye; 
Mine eye, by ‘conremplations great Attorney, 
Tranfcends the cryftal pavement of the skie: 

But what is Heav’n, great God, compar’d to Thee? « 

Without thy prefence Heav’n’s no Heav’n to me, 
Without thy prefence Earth gives no refettion ; 
Without thy prefence Sea affords no treafure; 
Withour thy prefence Air’s a rank infedtion , 
Wichout thy prefence Heav’n it felf’s no pleafure ; 

Tf not poffefs'd, if not enjoy’d in thee, 
, What’s Earch, orSea, or Air, or Heav’n to me ? 


The higheft honour that the world can boatft, 

Are fubjeéts far coo low for my defire;- 

The brighteft beams of glory are (at moft) 

But dying fparkles of thy living fire : 
The proudeft flames that earth can kindle, be 
But nightly Gloe-worms if compar’d to thee. 


7 


Without. thy prefence, Wealth are bags of cares ; 

Wifdom, but folly; Joy, difguier fadnefs: 

Friendfhip is treafon, and Delights are fnares, 

Pleafures but pain, and Mirch but pleafing madnefs ; 

Without thee, Lord, things be not what they be, 

_ Nor‘ have their being, when compar'd with thee. 
; 8 

In having all things, and not thee, what havel? | 

Not having thee, what haye my labours got? . 

‘Let me enjoy but thee what farther crave 1? 

And having thee alone, what have I not? 


I with nor Sea, nor Land; nor would Tbe © ; 
Polfeft of Heav’n, Heav’n unpoffeft of thee. 7 
we a, - 
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_ BONA VENT, Soliloqu. Cap. 1. 


Alas ! My God, now I underftand (but blufh to confefs) 
that the beauty of thy Creatures hath deceived mine eyes, and 
Ihave not obferved that thou art more amiable than all the 
Creatures; to which thou haft cammunicated but one drop of 

thy inestimable beauty : For who hath adorned the Heavens 

with ftars ? who hath ftored the air with fowl, the waters 
with fifh, the earth with plants and flowers ? But what are 
all thefe tut a {mall [park of divine beauty. 


S$, CHRYS, Hom. s, in Ep. ad Rom, 


| In having nothing Ihave all things, becaufe Ihave Chrift. 
Having therefore allthings in him, I feek no other reward ; 
for be ws the univerfal reward. | 


. EPIG. 6, 
‘Who would not throw his better thoughts about him, 
And {corn this drofs within him; that without him? 
‘Caft up (my foul) thy clearer eye; Behold, 

“If thon be fully meleed, abe the mold, 
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VIL 
| | PSALM 20.5. 


Woe is me, that I remain in Mefheck, and 
| dwell in the tents of Kedar! ~ : 


S Natures courfe diffolv’d? doth times glafs ftand ? 
~ Or hath fome frolick heart fet back the hand 
Of Fates perpetual Clock? Will’t never firike? 
Is crazy Time grown lazy, faint or fick, - 
“With very Age? Or hath that great Pair-royal 
©f Adamantine fifters late made trial 
Of fome new trade? Shall mortal hearts grow old 
In forrrow? fhall my weary arms infold, — 
And under-prop my panting fides for ever ? 
Is there no charitable hand will fever | 
My well-fpunthred, tha: my imprifon’d foul 
May be deliver’d from this dull dark-nole. 
Of dungeon flefh? O thall I, fhall 1 never 
-Beranfom’d, but remain a flave for ever ? 
Tt isthe locof man but once to die, 
But e’er that death, how nmany deaths have YT? 
What humane madnefs makes the world afraid 
To entertain heav’ns joys, becaufe convey’d 
‘By th’ hand of death? Will nakednefs refufe 
Rich change of Robes, becaufe the man’s not {pruce | 
That brought them? Or will poverty fend back 
Full bags of gold, becaufe the bringer’s black? 
Life is a bubble, blown with whining breaths, 
‘Fill'd with the torment of a thoufand deaths; 
ne 


n ) : | Which 


a4 


274 Emblentes. Book 5. 
Which being prick’d by death (while death deprives 
One life) prefents the foul ‘a thoufand lives : | 
O frantick morta], how hath earth bewitch'd | 
Thy bedlam foul, which hath fo fondly pitch’d 
Upon her falfe delights! Delights that ceafe 
Before enjoyment finds a time to pleafe: 
Her fickle joys breed doubtful fears ; her fears | 
Bring hopeful griefs; her griefs weep fearful rears! 
Tears coyn deceitful hopes; hopes careful doubt, | 
~ “And furly paffion juftles paffion out: | 

To day we pamper with a full repaft : | 

Of lavith mirth, at night we weep as faft: 

To night we {wim in wealth, and Jend; to morrow, — 

We fink in want, and find no friend to borrow. | 

Tn what a climate doth my foul refide ? 

Where pale.fac’d murther, the firft born of pride, 

Sets up her kingdom in the very fmiles, 

And plighted faichs of men like Crocodiles! 

A land, where each embroyd’red fattin word 

Is lin'd with fraud; where Afars his lawlefs {word 

Exiles Aftrea’s balance; where that hand 

Now flays his brother, that new fow’d his land; 

O that my days of bondage would expire 

in this lewd foyl! Lord, how my foul’s on fire 

To be diffolv’d, that I might once obtain 

Thofe long’d for joys, long’d for fo oft invain! 

If Mofes-like I may not live poffeft 

Of his fair land 5 Lord, let me fee’t at leaft, 


~ 
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Ss. AUGU S T. Soliloqu. cap, 12. 


My life is a frail life; acorruptible life; a life, which the 
mnore it increafeth,the more it decreafeth :The farther it goeth, 
the nearer it comethto death. A deceitful life, and like a 
fhadow full of the {nares of death : Now I rejnyce, now I lan- 
gui(h,now I flourifh, now infirm,now Tlive,and |traight I die 
now I feem happy,always miferable , now I laugh,now I weep : 
Thus all things ave [ubjet to mutability, that nothing conti- 
nueth an hour in one eftate: O. jay above joy, exceedirg alt 
joy without which there is no joy, when fhall I enter into thee, 
that I may (ee my God that dwelleth in thee ? 


‘ Be Robie ! 

Art thou fo weak? O canft thou not digeft 

An hour of travel fora night of reft? 

Chear up my foul, Call home thy fp’rits, and bear 
One bad good-friday, full mouthd Eafter’s near. 
' 
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Vill. 
RO M. 7. 24. 


0 wrerohen man that Lam!.who fhall de- 
liver me from the body of this death ? 


BB Bhala thy darling, which thy luftful care 
Pampers, for which thy reftlef$ thoughts prepare 
Such early cares; for whom thy bubbling brow 
So often {weats, and bankrupt eyes do owe 
Such midnight {cores to nature, for whofe fake 
Bafe earth is fainted, the infernal lake 
Unfear’d, the Crown of glory poorly rated : 
Thy God neglected, and thy brother hated ; 
Behold thy darling, whom thy foul affects 

‘So dearly; whom thy fond indulgence decks 
And puppets up in fofr, in filken weeds : 
Behold the darling, whom thy fondnefs feeds 
With far-fetch’d delicates, the dear bought gains 
Of ill-fpent time, the price of half my pains : 
Behold thy darling, who, when clad by thee, 
Derides thy nakednefs! and when moft free, 
Proclaims her lover flave; and being fed 

Moft full, then ftrikesth’ indulgent feeder dead. 
What mean'tt thou thus, my poor deluded foul, 
To love fo fondly ? Can the burning coal 

Of thy affection laft without the fuel 

Of counter-love; Is thy compeer fo cruel, 

And thou fo kind, to love unlov’d again ? 
Canft thou fow favours, and thus reap difdain? 


BVATN A Vi Remember, 


278 Enblemes. Book 5: 

Remember, O femember thou art born 

Of royal blood; remember chow art {worn 

A Maid of Honour in the Court of Heaven ; 

Remember what a coftly price was given 

To ranfome thee from flav’ry thou wert in: 

And wilt thou now, my foul, turn flave again? 

The Son and Heir to Heav’n’s Tri-une J EHO VE 

Would fain become a futer for thy love, 

And ‘offers for chy dow’r his farchers Throne, : 

To fit for Seraphims to gaze upon; 

He'll give thee Honour, Pleafure, Wealth, and Things 

Tranfcending far the Majefty of Kings: : 

And wilt thou proftrate to the odious charms 

Of chis bafe fcullion? Shall his hollow arms | 

Hug thy foft fides? Shall thefe courfe hands untie 

The facred Zone of thy virginity ? 

For fhame degen’rous foul, let thy defire 

Be quickned up with more heroick fire? — 
| 


Be wifely proud, tet thy ambitious eye - 
Read nobler objeéts; lec thy thoughts defte 
Such am’rous bafenefs; let thy foul difdain | 
Th’ignoble profers of fo bafe a {waine; 

Or if thy vows be paft, and Hymens bands 
Have ceremonied your unequal hands, 
Annul, at leaft avoid, thy lawlefs act 

With infufficiency, or precontratt : . 
Or if the aé& be good, yet maift thou plead 
A fecond freedom; or the flefh is dead. 
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NA ZIANZ.Orat. 16. 


How I am joyn'd to this body I know not ; which when it is 
healthful, provoketh me to war, and being damaged by war, 
affecteth me with grief; which I both love as a fellow fervant, 
and hate as an utter enemy: It is a pleafant foe, and a per- 
fidious friend. O ftrange conjunction and alienation: What I 
fear I embrace, and what I love I am afraid of ? before I 


make war, I am reconciled , before 1 enjoy peace 1 am at 
variance. ; tpi 


> 


7 EPIG. 8. | 
What need that houfe be daub’d with flefh and blood ? 
Hang’d round with filks and gold? repair’d with food? 
Coft idly fpent! That coft doth but prolong m 
‘Thy thraldome. Fool, thou mak’ft thy jail too ftrong, 
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. A 


Ix. 
PHILIPPIANS t, 23. 


I amin a ftraight between two : having a des 
fire to be diffolued, and to be with Chrift. 


; . I 

VW Hat meant our careful parents fo to wear, 

. And lavifht out their ill extended hours, | 
To purchafe for us large poffeffions here, 

Which (though unpurchas’d) are coo truly ours? 

What.meant they, ah, what medne they to endure 

__, Such loads of needlefs labour to procure calf 
And make that thing our own which was our own too fure? 
i  % Zi et spire, 
What mean thefe liv’ries and Poffeffive keys ? : 
gv fat mean thefe bargains, and thefe necdlefs {ales ? 
What néed thefe jéalous, thefe fufpicious ways 

Of law-devis’d, and law-diflolv’d entails? 
_ No need to fweat for gold, wherewith to buy 
- _ ftates of high-priz’d land ; no need.to tie © 
‘arth to their heirs, were they buc clogg’d with earthas I. 


were their fouls but cloge’d wich earth, as antl 
They would not purchace with fo fal anitch, . 
hey would not take of alms, what now they buy; 
Nor call him happy, whomthe world counts rich ;_ 
They would not taxe fuch pains, proje‘t and prog, — 
.. Tocharge their fhoulders with fo greatalog: = 
Vho hath the greater pe hath but the greater clogs — 
4 
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4. 
J cannot do an act which earth difdains ; | | 
{ cannot think a thought which earth corrupts not; — 
I cannot fpeak a word whiclvearth profanes not; 
{ cannot make a vow earth interprets not: 

. If I but offer up an early groan, 
. Or fpread my wings to Heaven’stong-long’d for throne 
‘She darkens my complaints, and draggs my offring down 


5 
’ Ev’n like the hawk, (whofe keepers wary hands 
- Have made a pris ner to her wethering ftock ) 
Forgetting quite the pow’r of her faft bands, 
Makes a rank bate from her forfaken block, 
But her coo faithful Jeafh doth foon retain, 
Her broken flight, attempted oft in vain; | 
{t gives her loins a twitch, and tugs her back again. 


| 6 
So, when my foul diretts her better eye 


To Heav'ns bright Palace (where my treafure lies) 
I {pread my willing wings, but cannot fly, | 
Earth hales me down, I cannot, cannot rife: 
When I but ftrive to mount the leaft degree, 
Earth gives a jerk, and foils me on my knee; 
Lord, how my foul is rack’d betwixt the world and thei 
2 
Great God, I fpread my feeble wings in vain; 
In vain I offer my extended hands: 
I cannot moante till thou unlink my chains; 
I cannot come till thou releafe my bands: — | 
Which if thou pleafe to break, and then fupply 
My wings with fpirit, ch’ Eagle fhall nor flie 
A pitch that’s half fo fair, nor halt fo {wift as I. 
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BONA VENT. Solilog, Cap. t. 


Ab fweet Fefus, pierce the marrow of my foul with the 
healthful thafts of thy love,that it may truly burnand melt and. 
Languifh with the only defire of thee, that it may defire to be 
diffolued, and to be with thee: Let it hunger alone for the 
bread of life : Let it thirft after thee, the {pring and fountain 
of eternal light, the ftream of true pleafures let it always, 
aefire thee, feekthac; and find thee; and {weetly ref in thees 


Rs Se Ye MN Ged, Tate 
What will thy fhackles neither loofe nor break, 
_ Are they too ftrong, or is thy arm too weak ? 
Art will prevail where knotty ftrengch denies ; 
y foul, there’s Aqua-fortis in thine eyes, 
3 Ear 
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Stara * 
PSAL. 142.7; 


Bring my foul ont of prifor, that I may praife 
thy Name. 


3 M* Soul is like a Bird, my flefh the cage, 


Wherein fhe wears her weary pilgrimage 


Of hours, as few as evil, daily fed 


With facred Wine, and Sacramental Bread 5 


| The keys that lock her in and let her out, 


Are Birth and Death; ’twixe both fhe hops about 
From pearch to pearch, from fenfe to reafon; chen 


_ From higher reafon down to fenfe again: 


From fenfe fhe climbs to Faith; where for a feafon 


She fits and fings; then down again to reafon : 


From reafon back to faith, and ftreight from thence 


- She rudely flutters co the perch of fenfe: 


From fenfe ro hope; then hops from hope to doubr, 


From doubt to dull defpair; their feeks about 


For defprate freedom, and at ev'ry grate, 
She wildly thrufts, and begs th’ untimely date 
Of th’ unexpired thraldom, to releafe : 


‘TW’ afflitted captive, that can find no peace, 


Thus am [ coop’d within this flefhly cage 


Spending that breath which was ordaind to chaunt ig 


I wear my youth, and waft my weary age, . 


- Heav’ns praifes forth, in fighs, and fad-complaint: 
- Whilft happier birds can {pread théir nimble wing 
. From fhrubs to Cedars, and there chirp:and fing. 
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In choice of raptures, harmonious ftory 

Of mans Redemption, and his Makers glory: 

You glorious Martyrs, you illuftrious ftoops, 

That once were cloyfter’d in your flefhly coo 

As faft as I, what rhetrick had your tongues? 
What dextrous Art had your Elegiac fongs? 
What Paul-like pow’r had your admir’d devotion? 
What fhackle-breaking faith infus'd fuch motion 
To Love flrong prayer, that could obtain the boon 
To be enlarg’d , to be uncag’d fo foon? 
WhatlI, poor I, can fing my daily tears, 

Grown old in bondage, and can find no ears: 

_ You great partakers of eternal glory, 

That with your Heav’n-prevailing Oratory, 

Releas‘d your fouls from your terreftrial cage, 
Permit the paffion of my holy rage : 

To recommend my forrows, dearly known 

To you, in days of old, and once your own. 

To your beft thoughts, (but oh’t doth not befit ye 
To move your pray’rs; youlove joy not pity:) 
Great Lord of fouls to whom fhould pris’ners fly; 
But thee? Thou hadft a cage as wel! as 1, 

And for my fake, thy pleafure was to know 

The forrows that it brought, and felrft them toa; 
© fet me free, and I will fpend thofe days, | 
Which now I wafte in begging, in thy praife, 
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ANSELM.in Protolog. cap. 1 


0 miferable condition of mankind, that has loft that for 
which he was created! Aias, what hath he loft 2? And what 
hath he found 2 He hath loft happine/s for which he was made, 
and found mifery for which he was not made: What is gone? 
‘And what is lift ? That thing is gone,without which he is un- 
happy. That thing is left by which he # miferable : O wret- 
ched men! From whence are we expelled? To what are we 
impelled? Whence are we thrown? And whither are we 
“hurried 2 From our home into banifhment , from the fight of 
God into our own blindne{s; from the pleafure of immortality 
to the bitterne(s of death : Miferable change ! From bow 
great a good, to how great an evil 2 Ab me, what have I 
enterprifed 2? What have I done ? Whither dd I go? Whi- 

ther am Icome? 


E PIG. 10, } 
Paul's midnight-voice prevail'd; his muficks thunder 
Unhing’d the prifon-doors, fplic bolts infunder: 
_ And fitr’ft chou here, and hang’ft the feeble wing ? 
And whin’ft to be enlarg’d? Soul, learn to fing. 
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As the Heart pantiib after the water-brooks, 
fo panteth my foul after thee, O God,- 


t 


TYOw fhall my tongue exprefs that hallow’d fire 
H Which Heav’n hath kindled in my ravifh’d heart ? 
What moufe fhall I invoke, that will infpire — 

My lowly quill to a& a lofty part! < 
What Art hall I devife t’ exprefs defire, 

Too intricate to be exprefs’d by Arc} 

Let all the Nine be filent; I refufe 

: Their aid in this high task, forthey abufe 
The flames of love too much: Affift me, Davia’s Mufe. 


2 


Not as the thirfty foil defires foft fhow’rs 
_ To quicken and refrefh her Embryon grain ; 
Nor as the drooping crefts of fading flow’rs ° 
Requefts the bounty of a morning ‘rain, 
Do I defire my God: Thefe in few hours, 
' Re-wifh what late their wifhes did obtain, 
But as the {wift-foot hart doth wounded fly 
To th’ much defired ftreams, even fo do [ 
Fant after chee, my God, whom I muft find, or die. 
Before 
*y 
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3 


Before a pack of deep mouth’d lufts I flee ; 
O, they have fingled out my pauting heart, 

And wanton Cupid, fitting in a tree, . 
Hath pierc’d my bofom with a flaming dart, 

My foul being fpent, for refuge feeks to thee, 
But cannot find where thou my refuge art: | 

Like as the {wift-foot Hart doth wounded fly 
“To the defired ftreams, ev’n fo do! 
Pant after thee, my God, whom! muft find, or die. 


4 


At length by flight, I over-went the pack , 

Thou drew'ft the wanton dart from out my wound ; 
“The blood that follow’d, left a purple track, q 
Which brought a Serpent, but in fhape a Hound ; 
we ftrove, he bit me; but thou brak’ft his back, - 
I left him grov’ling on th’ envenom’g ground; 

But asthe Serpent bitten Hart doch ty 
To the long-long'd for ftreams, ev’n fo did I 
Pant after thee, my God, whoml muft find, or die. 


5 


If Luft fhould chafe my foul, made fwift by fright, 
Thou art the ftream, whereto my foul is bound : 
Or if a Jav’lin wound my fides in flight, 
Thou are the Balfamthae muft cure my wound: 
If poifon chance v’ infeft my foul in fight, 
Thou art the Treacle that muft make me found: 
Ev'n as the wounded Hart, eniboft, doth fly 
% To th’ ftreams extreamly long’d for, fo dol | 
‘Pant after thee, my God, whom I muft find, or die. — 


gr 


%. 


ook 5.  Emblemes, = 291 


S. CYRIL. lib. §. in Joh. cap. ro, 

; 

Oprecious water,which quencheth the noyfome thir ft of this 

porld, fcoureth all the ftains of finners, that watereththe 
th of our fouls with heavenly fhowers, and bringeth back 

he thirfty heart of man to his only God ! 


S, AUGUST. Solilog. 35. 


O fountain of life, and vein of living waters, when (hall 
eave this forfaken,impaffible, and dry earth, and tafte the 
vaters of thy fweetne/s, that I may behold thy virtue and thy 
lory, and flack my thirft with the ftreams of thy mercy; 
ord, I thirft: Thou art the fpring of life, fatishe me: I 
hirft Lord, 1 thirft after thee the living God ! 
J ‘ ‘ 


EPIG. 117. 


fhe arrow {mitten Hart, deep wounded, flies 

fo th’ {prings with water in his weeping eyes : 

Jeav’n is thy fpring: if Satans fiery dare 

tierce thy faint fides: Do fo, my wounded Heart. 
¢ 
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aged XII. 
, ERS ALM 42. 2. 


When fall I come and appear before God ? 


VV is is my foul the better to be tin’d 

| . With holy fire?, What boots it to be coyn’d 
With Heaven’s own ftamp? What vantage can there be 
To fouls of Heav'n-defcended pedigree, . 

More than to beafts that grovel? Are not they . 
Fed by th’ Almighties hand? And ev’ry day, 

Fild with hisbleffings too? Do. they not fee 

God in his Creatures, as direct as we ? 

Do they not tafte thee ? Hear thee? Nay, what fenfe 
Is not partaker of thine Excellence ? 

What more do we? Alas, what ferves our reafon, 
Bur, like dark-lanthorns, to accomplifh treafon 
With greater clofene{s? It affords no light, 

Brings thee no nearer to our. pur-blind fight; 

No pleafure rifes up the leaft degree, 

Great God, but in the clearer-view of thee: 

What priv’lege more than fenfe hath reafon then ? 
What vantage is it to be born a man? 

How often hath my patience built, dear Lord, 
Vain towers of hope upon thy gracious Word? 
How often hath thy Hope-reviving Grace 

Wood my fufpicious eyes to feek thy face ? 

How often have I fought thee? O how long 

Hath expectation taught my perfe&t tongue 
Repeated pray’rs, yet pray'rs could ne’r obtain; 

= vain I feek thee, and { beg in vain:. 
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If ic be high prefumption to behold 
Thy face, why didft thou make mine eyes fo bold 
To feek it? Ifthat objett, be too bright . 
For mans afpett, why did thy lipsinvite 

Mine eye t expect it? If it might be feen, 

Why is this envious curtain drawn between 

My darkn’d eye and it? O tell me, why - ; 
Thon doft command the thing thou doft deny? 
Why doft thou give mé fo unpriz’d a treafure; 

And then deny’ft my greedy foul the pleafure 

To view my gift? Alas, that gift is void, 

And is no gift, that may not be enjoy’d: 

If thofe refulgent beams of Heavens great light 
Guild not the day, what isthe day bucnight? 
The drowzy fhepherd fleeps, flowers droop and fade; 
The birds are fullen and the beaft is fad; 

Bur if a Titan dart his golden ray, 

And, with his riches glorifie the day, | 

The jolly fhepherd pipes ; flowers frefhly {pring ; 
The beafts grow gamefome, and the birds they fingy 
Thou art my Sun, great God: O when fhall I 

View the full beams of thy Meridian eye ? 

Draw, draw this flefhly curtain, that denies 

The gracious prefence of thy glorious eyes; . 

Or give me faith; and by the eye of grace, 

I fhall behold thee, though not face to face: 
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® — S. AUGUST. in Pha. 39. | 


Who created all things is better than all things, whobeau- 
tified all things is more beautiful than all things s Who 
made flrenzth is ftronger than all things : Who made great 

things is greater than all things: Whatfoever thou loveft, 
he is that to thee: Learn to love the workman in his work, 
the Créator in his creature s Let not that which was made 
by him poffe(s thee, left thou lofe him by whom thy felf was 
made. 


S, AUGUST. Med. cap. 37. . 


O thou moft fweet, moft gracious, moft amiable, moft fair, 
when fhall I fee thee? When fhall I be fatisfied with thy 
beauty ? When wilt thou lead me from this dark dungeon, 
that I may.confe{s thy name. ; 


EPP ig. 1852. 
How art thou fhaded in this veil of night, 
Behind chy curtain flefa? Thou feeftno light, 
_ But what thy pride doth challenge as her own; 
Thy fleth ishighs Soul take this curtain down. 
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’ XII. 


ee PSALM ds, 6. 


’ 


O shat I had the wings of a Dove, for the 
_ Lwould flie away and be at reft. : 


z 
A™ am I fworn a dunghil-flave for ever, 
£% To earth’s bafe drudg’ry? fhall I never find 
A night of reft? fhall my Indéntures never 
+ Be-cancell’d? did injurious Naturebind = = = 
My foul earth’s prentice, with no claufe to leave her ? 
~ No day of freedom : muft I ever grind? 
O that I had the pinions of 4 Dove, | 
That I might quit my bands and foar above, 
And pour my juft complaints before the great Jehove y 


2 


How happy are the Doves, that have the pow'r 
When e’er they pleafe, to {pread their airy wings! 
Or cloud-dividing Eagles thatcan'towre | 
Above the {cent of thefe inferiour things ! 
How happy isthe Lark, thatevryhour | | 
Leaves earth, and then for joy mounts up and fings ° 
Had my dull foul but wings as well as the : 
How I would {pring from earch, and clip away, 


As wife Affrea did, and fcorn this ball of clay ! 
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© how my foul would fpurn this ball of clay, | 
And loath the dainties of earth’s painful pleafure! 
O how I'd laugh to fee.mensnight and day | 
Turmoil to gain that trafh, they call their treafure {| 

O how I'd finile to fee what plots they lay © 
To catcha blaft, or own afmile from Gefar! : . 
Had I the pimons\of amounting Dove, 
How I would foar and fing, and hare thelove 

Of tranfitory toys, and feed on joys above! 


4 


There fhould I find that everlafting pleafure, © (nots 
Which change removes not,and which chance preyents 


There fhould. I find that, everlafting treafure, 
Which force deprives not, fortune difaugments not; 
There fhould I find chat everlafting Cefar, | 
Whofe hand recalls noc, and whofe heart repents not; 
Had I the pinions of a: clipping Dove, 
How I would climb the skies, and hare the love | 
Of tranfitory toys, and joy in things above! | i 


5 
No rank-mouthed flander there fhall give offence, 
Or blaft our blooming names, as here they do; 
No liver-fcalding luft fhall there incenfe 
Our boiling veins. There isno Cypid’s bow; 
Lord, give my foul the milk-white innocence 
Of Doves, and I fhall have their pinions too : 
_ Had [the pinions of a {prightly Dove, | 
How I would quit this earth, and foar above 
And Heay'ns bleft kingdom find, with Heav’ns bleft Kin 
*. “SS AUGUS® 
Swe om * 7 
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S. AUGUST, in Pfal. 138. 


What wings fhould I defire, but the two precepts of love, 
on which the Law, and the Prophets depend! Oif I could 
obtain thefe wings, T could fly from thy face to thy face, from 
the face of thy Fuftice, to the face of thy Mercy: Let us find 
thofe wings by love; which we have loft by Luft. 


Ss. AUGUST. in Pfal. 76. 


Let us caft off whatfoever hindreth, entangleth, or burden-" 
eth our flight, until we attain that which (atisfieth; beyond 
whith, nothing is, beneath which, aH things are; of which 
All things ares 


rr BP VG. vgs | 
_ Tell me, my wifhing foul, did’ft ever trie _ 
_ Now faft che wings of red croft faith can fly? 
Why bege’ft thou then the pinions of a Dove ? 
¥ Faith’s wings are fwifter, |p the fwifteft love. 
: : * 
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| How arnahle are tay Tabernacles. 0 Lord | 
| Of Hosts, my Soule longeth,yca euen® 
 Famteth for the courts of the Lord. P32. 
ly ‘ “ Y 3 
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XIV. | 
PSALM 84. t. 


‘How amiable ave thy tabernacles, 6] God of 
Hofts ! | 


A ae of days to whom all times are Now, | 
Before whofe Glory Seraphims do bow . 
Their blufhing cheeks, and veil their blemifh’d faces, — 
That, uncontain’d, at once doth fill all places ; 

‘How glorious, O how far beyond the height 

Of puz'led quils, or the obrufe conceit _ 

Of flefh and blood, or the too flat reports — 

Of mortal tongues are thy expreflefs courts > - 

Whofe glory to paint forth with greater Art, 

Ravifh my fancy, and infpire my heart; 

Excufe my bold attempt, and pardon me 

For fhewing fenfe, what Faith alone fhould fee. 

Ten thoufand millions, and ten choufand more 

Ot Angel-meafured leagues, from th’ Eaftern fhore 

Of dungeon-earth his glorious palace ftands, > 
Before whofe pearly gates ten thoufand bands 

Of armed Angels wait to entertain | Pie 
Thofe purged fouls, for which the Lamb was flain; 
Whofe guiltlefs death and voluntary yielding 

Of whofe given life, gave the brave court her building 5 
The luke-warm blood of this dear Lamb being fpile; 
To rubies turn’d whereof her pofts where built; 

And what dropp’d down in a kind gelid gore, 

Did turn sich Sapphires, and did pave her floor 


U3 The © 
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The brighter flames, that from his eye-balls ray’d, 
Grew Chryfoltes, whereof her walls were made : 
The milder glances fparkled on the.ground, 

And groundfil'd every door with Diamond ; 

But dying, darted upwards, and did fix 

A battlements of pureft Sardonyx. 

Her ftreets with burnifh’d gold are paved round, 
Stars lie like pebbles {catt’red on the ground : 
Pearl mixt with Onyx, and the Jafper ftone,, 
Made gravell’d caufe.ways to be trampled on. 
There thines to Sun by day no Moon by nighr, 

- The Palace glory is, the Palace light: fie 
There is no time to meafure motion by, 

There time is fwallow'd with Eternity : 
Wry-mouth’d Difdain, and corner. hunting Luft, 
And twy-fac’d Fraud, and beetle-brow’d Diftruft. 
Soul-boyling Rage, and trouble-ftate Sedition, 
And giddy Donbt, and goggie-ey’d Sufpicion, 
And lumpifh Sorrow, and degen’rous Fear 

Are banifld thence, and Death’s a ftranger there; 
But fimple Love, and fempiternal Joys 

_ Whofe fweetnefs neither gluts nor fulnefs cloys; 
Where face to face our ravifh’d eye fhall fee 
Great ELOHIM, that glorious One in Three, 
And Three in One, and feeing him fhall blefs him, 
And bleffing, love him, and in love poffefs him, 
Here ftay my foul and ravifh in reJation: , } 
The words being fpent, {pend now in contemplation, 
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S. GREG. in Pfals 7. poenitent. 

Smeet Fefus, the Word of the Father, the brightnefs of 
paternal glory, w 0m Angels de/izht to view, teach me to do 
thy will, that led by thy good Spirit, I may come to that 
bleffed City, where day is eternal, where there is certain 
fecurity, and fecure eternity, and eternal peace, and peaceful 
happine[s, and happy fwe-tnefs, and fweet pleafure , where 
thou, O God, with the Father and the holy Spirit livelt and 
reigneft world without end, 


Ibidem. 


There is light without darknefs ; jy without gr ef; defire 
without punifhment , love without fadnefs;, fatiety without 


ro 


loath ng ; fafety without fear; health without difeafe, and 


life without death. 


«“ ea 
Pe 
a 


EPIG. 14. 


My foul pry not too nearly; the complexian 

Of Sols bright face is feen by the reflection ; 

~ But would’{t thou know what's Heav'n? I'll rell thee what, 
“Think what thou canft not Noi and Heav’n isthar. 
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Nv yah tH 
CANTICLES 8. 14. 


Make hafte, my Beloved, and be like the Roe, 
or the young Hart upon the wauntains of 
Spices.  ~ reese ame , 


O, gentle tyrant, go; thy flames do pierce 
AT My foul too deep; thy flames are too too fierce; 
My marrow melts, my fainting {pirits fry | 
I’ th’ torrid Zone of thy Meridian eye: 
Away, away, thy fweets are.too perfuming : 
Turn, turn thy face, thy fires are too confuming: 
Haft hence, and let thy winged fteps out-go 
The frighted Roe-buck, and this flying Roe. 
_ But wilt shou leave me then? O thou that arr 
Life of my foul, foul of my dying heart, 
_ Withont the {weer afpect of whofe fair eyes, 
My foul doth lahguifh, and her folace dies?' 
_ Art thou fo eafily woo'd? fo apt to hear 
_ The fraatick language of my foolifh fear? 
_’ ‘Leave, leave me not, nor turn thy beauty from me; 
Lock, lok upon ime, though thine eyes o’ercome me. 
© how they wound! But how my wounds content me 
How Gaterts thefe delightful pains rorment me! 
How fam tortur’d in exceffive meafure 
Of pleafing cruelties, too cruel meafure ! 
urn, turn away, remove thy fcorching beams; 
f fanguith with thefe bitter-fweet extreams: _ 


) 
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Hafte then, and let thy winged fteps out-go 3 
The flying Roe-buck, and his frighted Roe, 

Turn back, my dear; O let my ravifh'd eye 

Once more behold thy face before thou fly ; 

What, fhall we part without a mutual kifs? _ 

O who can léave fo fweet a face as this? 

Look full upon me; for my foul defires 

To turn a holy Martyr in thofe fires : 
O leave me not, nor turmthy beauty from me; ~ 

Look, look upon me, though thy flames o’ercome me, 

If thou becloud the Sun-fhine of thy eye, 

I freeze to death; and ifitfhine, I fry; | 

Which like a fever, that my foul hath got, 

Makes me to burn too cold, or freeze too hor; 

Alas, I cannot bear fo fweet a fmart, 

Nor canft thou be lefs glorious than thon art. 
Hafte then, and ler thy winged fteps out-go i 
The frighted Roe-buck, and this flying Roe, . r| 


‘But go not far beyond the reach of breath 


Too large.a diftance makes another death : pe 

My youth is in her fpring? Autumnal vows 

Will make me riper tor fo fweet a Spoufe; 

When after-times have burnift’'d my defire, 

[ll fhoot thee flames for flames, and fire for fire. 

~ O leave me not, not turn thy beauty from me; 
Look, look upon me, though thy fameso’ercome me.» 


cs 


Sook':5. Enblemes,. = 85 3OP 


- Autor fcalz Paradifi. Tom, 9, Aug. cap, 8. 


Fear not, O Bride, nor defpair ; think not thy felf contemne 
ed if thy Bridegroom withdraw his face a wh le: All things 
er-operate for the beft : Both from his abfence, and his pre- 
fence thou gaineft light : He cometh to thee, and he zoeth f om 
thee : He cometh to make thee confolate; he goeth, to make 
thee cautious, left thy abundant confolation puff thee up : He 
cometh, that thy languifhing foul may be comforted, he goeth, 
left his familiarity (hould be contemned, and being abfent to 
be move defiret; and being defired, to be more earnefily 
fought : And being long fought, to be move acceptably found. 


> 


| 
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My foul fins Monfter, whom with greater eafe 

Ten choufand fold, thy God could make than pleafe, 
What would’ft thou have ?Nor pleas’d with Sun,nor fhade? 
Heay’n knows not what to make of what he made. 
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Book 5, Eoiblesies oe a 409 
The F A REWELL. 


REV. 2, 10. 


Be thou faithful unto Death, and Iwill ‘give 
thee the Crown of Life. 


| iB E faithful, Lord, what s that? 
Believe; “tis eafie to believe ; but what? 
That he whom thy hard heart hath wounded, 
And whom thy fcorn hath fpic upon, | 
Hath paid thy fine and hath compounded 
For thefe foul deedsthy hands have done: 
Believe, that fe whofe gentle palms 
_ Thy needle-poinred fins have nail’d 
Hath born thy flavifh load (of alms 
And made fupply where thou ha mie, 
Did ever mis’ry find fo ftrange relief?. 
It is a love too ftrange for mans belief. 


2 


Believe that he whofe fide 
Thy crimes have pierc’d with their rebellions, aya 
To fave thy guilty foul fromdying 
Ten thoufand horrid deaths, from whence 
There was no fcape, there was no flying, : 
But through his deareft bloods expence : 
Believe, this dying friend requires 
No other thanks for all his pain, 
But ev’n the truth of weak defires, 
And for his love, but love again: 
Did ever mis'ry find fo true a friend? 
Tis a love too vaft to comprehend. 
3 / 
a With floods of tears baptize 
And drench thefe oY; in Sil "rate eyes; 


o- 


310 . Emblemes: Book « 
~ Lord, ditece my dull, my blunt belief, 
And break this fiethly rock in funder, 
That from this heart, this hell of grief, 
‘May {pring a Heav'n of love and wonderg 
O if thy mercies will remove 
And mele this lead from my belief, 
My grief willthen refine my love, 
My love will then refreth my grief, ' 
Then weep mine eyes as he hath bled; vouchfafe 
To drop for avery. areP an Epiape. | 


“Bok is the crown of Glory 
The wages of a lamentable ftory ? 
Or can fo great a purchafe rife 
From a fale humour? Can mine eyes 
Run faftenought’ obtain this prize? 
If fo, Lord, who’s fo mad to die? 
Thy tears are trifles; thou muft do: 
Alas I cannot then endeavour: 
I will! Bue will a tug or two 
Suffice the turn? Thou mult perfever : 
Ill firive till death; and fhall my feeble ftrife 
Be crown ’d? Fil crown it with a crown of life, 
- But is there fuch ‘adearth — 
That thou mutt buy, what is thy due by birth? 
He whom thy hands did form of duft 
ie . And give him breath upon condition, 
To love his great Creatour; muft 
He now be thine by compofiti ition 2 
Art thou a gracious God and mild, 
Or head-ftrong man rebellious rather ? 7 
©, man’sa bafe rebellious child, . 
"And thou a very gracious Father + 
_ ‘The gift is chine; we ftrive, thou crown’ft our ftrifep 
Thou givft us Faith ; and Faith a crown of life, . 
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The mind of the Frontifpiece. 


"This Bubbel's Man : Hope, Fear, falfe Joy and Trouble; 


ss Pood 


Four Winds which daily tofs this Bubble. 


¥ 


>. To the Right Honourable, Yo © sat 


Both in BLOOD and VIRTUE; 
And Moft Accomplith’d sei ta 


M A R * "ot : 
oul of DOR SEL 


Lady Governefs to the Moft Iluftrious 


CHARLES, 
PRINCE of GREAT-B RITAIN, 
AND | 


JAMES 
DUKE of rORK.: 


Excellent Lady, 
] Prefent thefe Tapurs io burn under the 
Safe protection of your Honourable Names . 
where, Lprefume, they ftand fecure from the 
eer: of Ignorance, and me of aeite 
X 


; 


The Epiftle Dedicatory. 
It is 2 fusall part of that abundant fervice 
which my. thankful heart oweth your incon 
with your noble Acceptance, which fhall be 


nothing but what your own efteene {hall make 
it. 


MADAM, ©; 
Your Ladyfhip’s — 
Mott Humble Servant, 


| 
Fra. Quarles. | 


+ “Th 
oe ae 


Tr the REA DER. 


J F you are fatisfied with my Emblems, I 
-& here fet before you a fecond Service. 
It is an A¢gyptian Dith,drefs’d on the Ex- — 
glifo Fathion: They, at their Featts, 
‘ufed to prefent a Death’s-Head at their 
Second Courfe : This will ferve for both. 
You need not fear a Surfeit: Here is but 
little, and that light of Digeftion: If it 
‘but pleafe your Palate, I queftion not 
your Stomach: Fall to, and much good 
may it do you. oN 


Convivio addit Minerval. E. B. 


Rem, Regem, Regimen, Regionem, Religionem, 
Exornat; celebrat, landat, bonorat, amat. 
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Behold I was fhapenin iniquity, and in fin 


did my Mother CONCEIVE Me. 


i An is man’s A, B. C. There is none that can. 
4 Read God aright, unlefs he firft fpell Man: 
Man is the ftairs, whereby his knowledge climbs 
To his Creatour, though it oftentimes 
Stumbles for want of light, and fometimes trips 
For want of careful heed;:and fometimes flips... - 
‘Through unadvifed hafte,; and when at length ~ 
His weary: fteps have reach’d the top, his ftrengch 
Oft falls to fland; his giddy brains turn round, 
And Phaeton-like, falls headlong to the ground: 
Thefe ftairs are often dark, and full of danger 
To him, whom want of prattice makes a ftranger 
To this blind way, the Lamp of nature lends. 
But a falfe light, and lights co her own ends. 
Thefe be the ways to Heaven, thefe paths require 
A light that fprings from that Diviner fire, 
Whofe human foul-enlightning Sun-beams dart 
Through the bright crannies of the immortal part. 
And here, thou great Original of Light, | 
 Whofe errour-chafing beams do unbenight 
The very foul of darknefs, and untwift 
The clouds of ignorance, do thou affitt 
_ My feeble quill; reflect thy facred rayes 
Upon thefe lines, that they may light tie ways 
That lead ro thee; fo guide my heart, my hand, 
| That I may do whar others underfta nd. 
Ler my heart prattife what my hand fhall write 5 
Fill chen, Lam a Tapur wanring light. : 
a ‘eet YN aes ae This 


‘324  Hyeroglypb. 1. 
This golden Precept, Know thy (elf, come down 
From Heaven’s high Court: Jct was an Art unknown 
To flefh and blood. Themenof Nature took 
- Great journies in it : Their dim eyes did look 
But through the mift, like Pilgrims they did fpend 
Their idle fteps, but knew no journies end. 
The. way to know thy felf, is firftto caft — 
Thy frail Beginning, Progrefs, and thy Laft: . 
This is the fum of Man; But now return | 
And view this Vapour ftanding in this Urn. 
Behold her fubftance.fordid and impure, 
Ufelefs and vain, and (wanting light) obfcure: 
*Tis put a {pan at longeft, nor can laft 
Beyond that fpan, ordain’d and madeto waft: 
Ev’n fuch was Man (before his foul gave lighic. 
To this vile fubftance) a meer child of night; 
_ Ere he had life, eftared in his Urn, 
And markefor death; by nature, born to burn: 
Thus livelefs, dightlefs, worthlefs firft began 
That glorious, thar prefumptuous thing call’d Man, 
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_ Confider, 0 manywhat thou wert before thy birth,and what 
thou art from thy birth to thy death, and what thou fhalt be 


| after death : Thou wert made of an impure subftance, cloathed 
and nourifhed in thy mothers blot. 


; E PIG. 4. 
Forbear, fond Tapour : What thou feek'{t, is fires 


: _ Thy own deftrudtion’s lodg’d in thy defire. 
_ Thy wantsare far more fafe than their fupply : 


~ He that begins to live, begins A die. 
_ _ ¥ Ti 4 
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GEN. 2. 3... 


And God faid, Let there be Light 5 and 
there was Light. : 


. 


y 
* 
ise 


I 


Saati | 

y pee flame-expecting Tapour hath at length 

; Received fire, and now begins to burn: 

_ ‘Jt hath no vigour yer, it hath noftrength; 

__. Apt to be puft and: quencht at every turn : 

al It was a gracious hand that thus endowd 

; This fouff wich flame:But mark this hand doth fhroud 

_ It felf from mortal eyes, and folds icin a cloud, . 

’ Thus. than begins co live. An unknown flame 
Quickens his finifht Organs, now poffeft — 

_ With motion; and which motion doth proclaim 
An attive foul, though in.a feeble breaft: - 

But how, and when infus’d ask not my pen; 
: Here flies a cloud before the eyes of men: 
_ J cannot. tell thee how, nor canft thou tell me when. 


awe 
Was it a parce] of Celeftial fire 


| 'Infus’d by Heav’n into this flefhly mould 2 

. Or was ir (chink you) made a foul entire?’ 

_' Then, Was it new'created ? Or of old? 

: Or is’t a propagated Spark, rak’d out — 

__ From Natures embers? ‘While we go about 

By reafon to refolve, the more we raife a doubt. — 

me Ot e FR} : : If 


ut 
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Y 


a 
4. 
If ic be part of chat celeftial Flame, 
It muft be ev’n as pure, as free trom {pot 
As that eternal Foynrain whence it came: . | 3 | 
If pure and fporlefs, then whence came the blot? 
It felf being pure could not ie felt defile; — | 
Nor hath una¢tive matter pow’ to foil 
Her pure and active form, as Jars corrupt their Oil. 


5 
Or if it were created, tcll me when ? 11 
If in the firft fix days, where kepr ull now ? | 
Or if thy foulwere new created, then - Oh oil 
Heav'n did'nor all, at firft, he had to do: | 
Six days, expired all creation ceaft ; 
All kinds, ev’n trom the greateft to the leaft, 
Were finifhe and compleat before the day of reft. 


6 


But why fhould Man, the Lord of Creatures, want 
That privilege which Plants and Beafts obtain? 
Beafts bring forth Beafts, the Plant a perfett Plant; 
And ev'ry like brings forth her like again; 
Shall Fowls and Fifhes, Beaftsand Plants convey ~ 
Life to rheir iffue, and Man lJefs than they? 
Shall thefe get living fouls, and Man dead lumps of clay? 


bh 7 | 
Muft human fouls be generated then? | | 
| 

| 


My watér ebbs ; behold, a Rock is nigh ; 

If Nature’s work produce the fouls of men, 

' Man’s foul is mortal; All that’s born mufidie, 
What fhall we then conclude? What fun-fhine will 
Difperfe this gloomy cloud? Till chen, be ftill, 

My vaialy firiving thoughts; lie down, my puzled quill. 


ISIDOR, 


t 5 ad 


4 | Hier oglyph. I, : FAP: 
| | ISIDOR, 


Why doft thou wonder, O man, at the height of the Stars, 


_ er the depth of the Sea ? Enter intothine own foul, and wonder — 
_ there. 


Thy foul by creation is infufed, by infufion, created. 


ie 
| EPITG, # 
What art thou now the better by this flame? ‘ 
Thou know’ft not how, nor when, nor whence it came 3 
Poor kind of happinefs, chat can return . 
‘No more account but this, to fay, I burn 
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) The wind pall over it, and i it i gone. 
ve 


: NOE e) dciier is sits lighted Taper fee. 
Upon the tranfitory ftage 
Of eye-bedarkning night, | 
But it is ftraighe fubjetted to the threat 
Of envious winds, whofe wafteful rage 


, Difturbs her peaceful light, 2 9) |)» (bright® 
And makes her fubftanee waft, and makes her flames lefs 
eh 
+ . Zz ; 


No fooner are we born, no fooner come 
To take poffeffion of this vaft, 
This foul-affii@ting, earth, | 
But danger meets us at the very womb, aia 
And forrow with her full-mouth Wk blaft 
Salutes our painful birth, 
To put out all our r JOYss and puff out allo our GP 


i) 3B 


Nor infant i innocence, nor. childith tears, 
Nor youthful wir, nor manly power, . 
Nor politick old age, 
Nor virgins pleading, nor the widows priser 
Nor lowly cell, nor. lofty tower, 
Nor Prince, "hor Peer, nor He f" 
Can feape this common. blatt, or curb her + ormy rages 


332  —--- Hievaglyph. Ul. 


Our life is bura pilgrimage of blafts, 
And every blaft brings forth a fear ; 
And every fear, a death; 
‘The more it:lengthens, ah, the more it waftes:¢ 
Were, were we to continue here 
The days of long liv'd Seth, | 
Our forrows would renew, as we renew our breaths, 


$ 
Toft to and fre, ourfrighted thoughts are driv’n 
Wirth every puff, with evéry tide 
Of life-confuming. cares 
“Oar peaceful flame, that would pointup to Heav’ R 
Is {till difturb’d, and turn’d.afide ; 
- And every blaft of air 
Commis {uch wafte in man as man cannot repair. 


6 


W’ are all born Sable and we e firmly itand 
Oblig’d for our firft parents debr, | 
Befides our mrereft; 
Alas; we have tio harmlefs counter. bond, 
* And we are every hour befer, 
“With thteatnings of arreft, 
And till we pay the debt, we can expect no pare 


What may this Freie life prefent. | 
To the falfe relifh of our’ tafte oh 
Thar’s worth the name offweet? 
er mihutes pleafure’s choak’d. with at allie 
‘Her glory toil’d with every blaft , a 
, How many dang gers meer, 
“Poor man betwixt the biggin and ihe winding’ fheet? 


1) . S. AUGUST. 
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In this world, not to be grieved, not to be afflicted, not te — 
be in danger, is imp ffible. | | 


Tbidem. 


Behold, the world is full of trouble, yet beloved : What if 
it were a pleafing world? How would’ft thon delight in her 
calms, that canft fo well endure her ftorms ? | 


EPIG. 3. 


- Arc thou confum’d with foul-affliting croffes ? 

_ Difturb’d with grief? annoy’d with worldly loffes? 
Hold up chy head ; the Tapour lifted high 

Will brook the wind, when lower Tapours die. 
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y MATTHEW o. 12, 
The whole need not the Phyfician: 
I 


A Lways pruning, always cropping ? 
A Is he brighinel fill shfeurd Ss 
ver dreffing, ever topping? 
Always ¢uring, never cur’d? 
| Too much f{nuffing makes a wafte ; 
When the fpirits fpend too faft, 
They will fhrink at ev ry blaft, 
: 2 
ou that always are beftowing 
Coftly pains in life repairing, 
re but always overthrowing 
Natures work by overcaring : 
__ Nature meeting with her fo, 
Ina work fhe hath to do, 
Takes a pride to over-threw? 
ture knows he? own perfection, 
And her pride difdains a tutour, pe 
innot ftoop to Arts correction, : a ha 
And fhe fcorns a co-adjucor. 
Saucy Art fhould not appear 
Till the whifper in her ear: 
Hagar flees, if Sarah bear. 


iture worketh for the better, 

Tf not hindred that fhe cannot; 

tt ftands by as her abetter, 

Ending nothing fhe began nor; 

| If diftemper chance to feize — 

Nature foil’d wich the difeafe, 

; ‘Arc may help her if fhe pleafe. 
re ms : 


._— ‘ 


i 
: 


ORs 


But to make a trade of trying 
Drugs and dofes, always pruning, } 
Is to die for fear of dying ; 
~ He’s untun’d, that’s always tuning. 
He that often loves to lack , 


Dear-bought drugs hath found a knack 
To foil the man, and teed the Quack, 


6 t 
O the fad, the frail condition 
Of the pride of Natures glory ? 
How infirm his compofition, 
And at beft how cranfitory ! 
When this riot doth impair 
Nature’s weaknefs, then his care 
Adds more ruin by repair. 


7 


Hold thy hand, healths dear maintainer, 
Life perchance may burn the ftronger : 
Having {ubftance to fuftain her, 
She untouch’d, may laft the longer: 
When the Artift goes about, 
To redrefs her flame, I doubr, 
. Oftentimes he fnuffs it out, 
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NICOCLES. 


_ Phyficians of all men are moft happy, what good fuccefs 
Joever they have, the world proclaimeth, and what faults 


they commit, the earth coveréth, 


; ie co EPIG, 4. 
My purfe being heavy, if my light appear 
But dim, Quack comes tomakeall clear; 
ect leave thy trade; thy dealings are not right, 
Thou tak’{t our weighty gold to give us light. 
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PSALM 11.91. | 
And hewill give his Angels charge over thee, 


I 


O How mine eyes could pleafe themfelves, and {pend 

Perpetual ages in this precious fight! 

How I could woe Eternity, to lend | 

_ My waftigg day an antidote for night! 

And how m¥ flefh could with my flefh contend, 

That views this objeé with no more delight! 
My work is great, my Tapour {pends too faft : 
Tis all I have, and foon would out or waft 

Did not this blefled fcreen protett it from this blait. 


Zz 


O, I have loft the jewel of my foul, 

_ And I muft find ic out, or I muft die? 

Alas! My fin-made darknefs doth controul 

. The bright endeavour of my careful eye : 

[ muft go fearch and ranfack every hole; - 

_ Nor have I other light to feek it by: 

. Oif this lightbe te my work not done, 

___ My labour’s worfe than loft; my jewel’s gone, 
And I am quite forlorn, and I am quite undone, 


3 


You blefied Angels, you that do enjoy 

- The full fruition of eternal glofy, © 

Will you be pleas’d to fanfie {uch a toy 

_ As man, and quit your glorious territory, 

And ftoop to earth, vouchfafing to employ 

Your care to guard the duft that lies before ye? 
Difdain you not thefe lumps of dying clay, 

_ That for your pains, do oftentimes repay 

Jegleat, if not difdain, and fend you griev'd away? 

a Y 3 This 
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This tapour of our lives, thar.once was plac’d 
In the fair fuburbs of Eternity, 
Is now alas confin’d to ev'ry blaft, 
And turn’d a May-po/e for the {porting Fly; 
And will you, facred Spirits, pleafe to caft 
Your careon us, and lend a gracious eye? 
How had this {lender inch of Tapour been 
Blafted aud blaz’d, had not this heavenly Screen ~ 
Curb’d the proud blaft, and timely ftept between Lee 


5 


O goodnefs, far tranfcending the report 
Of lavifh tongues! coo vaft to comprehend: 
Amazed quill, how far deft thon come fhort 
T’ exprefs expreffions that fo far tranfcend ° 
You blefled Courtiers of rh’ eternal Court, — 
’ Whofe full-month’d Hallelujahs have no end, - 
Receive that world of praifes that belongs © 
To your great Sovreign,; fill your holy tongues — 
With our Hofanna’s mix’d with your Seraphick fongs. 
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If thou defireft the help of Angels, fly the comforts of the 
world, and refift the temptations of the Devil. 
 Hewill give his Angels charge over thee. 0 what reve- 
rence, what love, what confidence deferueth fo fweet a fay- 
ing ? For their prefence, reverence ; for their good will, love ; 
for their tuition, confidence. : 


q EPIG. 5. 
My flame, art thoudifturb’d, difeas’d and driv’n 
To death with ftorms of grief? Point thou to Heav'ns 
‘One Angel there fhall eafe thee more alone, 
Than thrice as many ee ee of thy own, 
4. 
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Hieroglyph. VI. 243° 
ECCLESIASTES 3. 1. 
3 To every thing there is an appointed time. 


I 
_ Time | Death, 
Time. Bess the frailty of this flender fnuff ; 
Alas, ic hath not long to laft ; 
Without the help of either thief or puff, ; 
Her weaknefs knows the way to waft: is 
Nature hath made her fubftance apt enough — 
To fpend it felf, and {pend too faft: 
’ It needs the help of none 
That is fo prone ? 
To favith our untouch’d, and languifh all alone. 
2 . y 
Death.Time,hold thy peace,aud fhake thy flow pac’d fand 
_ Thy idle minutes mak eno way: : 
Thy glafs exceeds her hour, or elfe doth ftand, 
I cannot hold, I cannot ftay. 
Surceafe thy pleading, and enlarge my hand, 
I furfeic wich too long delay : ; 
This brisk, this bold-fac’d light 
Doth burn toobright; =—«s_* 
Darknefs adorns my throne, my day is darkeft night. 


- 


Pree ere ples 
Time. Great Prince of darknefs, hold thy needlefs hand 
. Thy captive’s faft and cannot flee: | 
What arm can refcue? Who can countermand ? 
- What pow’r can fet thy pris’ner free? 
Or ifthey could, what clofe, what foreign land 
Can hide that head that flees from thee? © 
But if her harmlefs light 3 


_ Offend thy fight, @ (at night? ~ 
What need’ftthow fnatch at noon, what will be thine 


\ 


a 


4 


Death, I have out-ftaid my patience; my gnick trade 
Grows dull and makes too flow return: 

This long liv’d debt is due, and fhould been paid 

When firft her flame began to burn; 
But I have ftaid too long, I have delaid .. , 
‘To ftore my vaft, my craving Urn. © 
My patient gives me pow’r : 
a Each day, each hour, tow 
~~ To ftrike the Peafants thatch, and fhake the Princely. 


3 


Time, Thou counr'ft too faft : Thy patient gives no pow’r 
Till Time fhall pleafeto fay, Amen. (hour ? 
Death. Canft thou appoint my fhaft? Time. Or thou my - 
Death. ’Tis I bid, do. Time. ’Tis I bid, When; a 
_ Alas! Thou canft not make the pooreft flow’r 
+ To hang the drooping head till then: 
Thy fhafts can neither kill, . 
Nor ftrike, until =. (will. 
My power gives them wings, and pleafure arms thy 
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Thou knoweft not what time he will come: Wait always 

that becaufe thou knoweft not the time of his coming, thou 
' mayeft be prepared againft the time he cometh. And for this 
perchance, thou knoweft not the time, becaufe thon mayeft be 
prepared againft all times. Lah 


EPIG, 6. . 
Expeé, but fear not death: Death cannot kill, 
Till Time, (that firft muftfeal her Patent) will: 
Would’ft thou live long? keep Time in high efteem; 
Whom gone, if thou canft not recall, redeem, : 
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Fits light fhall be dark; and his candle fhall 
be put out. | 
I 


Wi Hat ails our tapour? Is her luftre fled, 

IN Or foil’d? What dire-difafter bred 

This change, that thus fhe veils her golden head ? 
2 ; 2 

Te was but very now fhe fhin’d as fair 

As Venus ftar.. Her glory might compare __ 

Witk Cynthia, burnifht with her brothers hair. 
3 

There was no cave-begotten damp that mought 

Abufe her beams ; no wind that went about 

To bieak her peace; no puff to put her out, 


A Se Pee 
Lift up thy wond’ring thoughts, and thou fhale fpy 
A cave will clear thy doubts, but cloud thine eye: 
Subjeds muft veil, when as their Soy’reign’s by. 
. ow . 

Canft hou behold bright Phebus, and thy fighe 
No whit impair’d ? The object is too bright; 
The weaker yields unto the ftronger light, 

. 6 


Great Cod, I am thy tapour, thou my fan s* i vag 
From tlee, the Spring of light, mylight begun; = - 
Yet if hy light but fhine, my light is done, — 


Mi 7 | . 
Tf thou withdraw thy light, my light will fhine, 
If thineappear, how poor a light 1s mine? 
My ligh is darknefs if compar’d to thine, 

| Thy 


348 - Hieroglyph; VU. 
“8. 
_ Thy Sun beanis are too ftrong for my weak eyez 
If, thou but fhine, how nothing, Lord, am I! 
Ah, who can fee thy vifage and not die! 
| 9 ‘ 
If intervening earch fhould make a nighte, 


My wanton flame would then fhine forth too bright; 


My earth would even prefume t’ eclipfe thy light. 
To 
And if thylight be fhadow’d, and mine fade, 
Ifthine be dark, and my dark light decay’d, 
I fhould be cloathed with a double fhade. 
; II 
What fhall I do? O what fhall I defire ? 
What help can my diftratted thoughts require; 
That thus am wafted ’ewixt a double fire? 
™ _t2 
In what a ftraic, in what a ftraic am I? | 
*Twixt two extreams how my racket fortunes lie? 
See I thy face, or fee ic not, I die. 
13 : 
O letthe fteams of my Redeemers blood, © 
That breaths from my fick foul, be made a cloul, 
To interpofe thefe lights, and be-my fhroud. 
14 7 | 
Lord, what amI? Or what’sthe light I have? — 
May it but light my afhesto their grave, 
And fo from thence, to thee; tis all I crave, — 
tele | 
O make my light, that all the world may fee 
Thy glory by ‘t: If not, It feems to me | 
Honour enough to be put out by thee. 


Hietoglyph. Vl. 349 
O light inacceffible, in refpeck of which my light is utter 
darknefs; foreflect upon my weakne S, that all the world may 
behold thy firength: O Majefty incomprehenfible, in refpect 
of which my glory is mere fhame: fo (hine upon my mifery 

that all the world may behold thy glory. 


MEP DGS 9. 
Wile thou complain, becaufe thou art bereav’n 
Of all thy light? Wilt thou vie lights with Heay'n? 
Can thy bright eye not brook the daily light? 
Take heed: I fear thou art a child of nighr, 
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MATTHEW 5.16. 


Let your light fo fhine, that men feeing your 
J & re ( ig ‘ } ‘ SIO ] 

— good works utay glorifie your Father which 

_ is in Heaven. | 

VW it for this, the breath of Heaven was blown 

- Into che noftrils of this Heavenly creature? 

Was it for this, that facred Threein One. 
Confpir’d to make this quinteflence of Nature? 

} Did Heavenly providence intend . 


b. 


0 rare a fabrick for fo poor anend? 


| St ARRet DER 
Vas Man, the higheft mafter-picce of Nature, 
The curious abftract of the whole creation, 
Vhofe foul was copied from his great Creator, 
Made to give light, and fet for obfervation, 
Ordain’d for this? To {pend his light 
fa dark-lanchorn cloyftred up in night? 


rell me, reclufé Monaftick, can it be el 
_A difadvantage to thy beams to fhine? sal 
\ thoufand tapours may gain light from thee; 
Is thy light lefs or worfe for lightning mine ? 
If wanting light, 1 ftumble, fhall . 
hy darknefs not be guilty of my fall? 


Vhy doft thon lurk fo clofe? Is it for fear 
‘Some bufie eye fhould pry into thy, flame, 
ind {py a thief, or elfe fome blemiih chere fi 

Or being {py’d, fhrink’ft hou thy head for fhame? 
_ Come, come, fond tapour, fhine but clear, 
hou nced{t not fhrink for thame, nor throud for fear. 
— os Z ' ’ Remember 9 
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352.  _Hievoglypb,. VIM. 
doy SET TD 
Remember, Oo remember, thou wert fet 
For men to fee.the great:Creatour by; . 
Thy flame is.not thy own: Ir isa debt ” 
Thou ow'ft thy Mafter. And wile thowdeny 
To pay the int’reft of chy light?) - 9. 
And skulk in corners, and play leaftin fight? 
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Art thouafraid to truftthy eafie flame _ 
To the injurious waft of Fortunes puff? 
Ah, coward, rouze, and quit thy felf for fhame : 
Who dies in fervice, hath liv’d long enough: 
Who fhities, and makes.no eye partaker, 
Ufurps himfelf, and clofely robs his Maker. 
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Make not thy felf a pris’ner, that are free: 
Why doft thou turn thy palace toa jail? 
Thou artan Eagle: And befits ic thee . 
Tolive immured like a cloyfter’d fnail? 
Let toys feek corners; things of coft 
Gain worth by view: Hid jewels are but loft.. 
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My God, my lightis dark enough at lighteft, 
Encreafe her flame, and give her f{trength to fhine | 
Tis frail at beft: ’Tis dim enough at brighteft, . 
But ‘tis his glory to be foyl’d by thine, 
Let ochers lurk: My light fhall be — 
Propos’d to all men Sea them to thee. 
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Hieroglyph: VU. 333 
* : 
S&S BERN, 
if thou be one of the foolifh virgins, the congregationis ne- 
cefJary for thee; if thou be one of the wife virgins, thou aré 
neceffary for the congregation, -~ = 
HUGO, 
¥ Monaficks make Cloyfters to. inclefe the outward mans 


O would to God they would dothe like to réRtrainthe inward 
MANs 


i ll ae 


EPIG. & 

Affraid of eyes? What ftill play leaft in fight? 
"Tis much to be prefum/d all is not right? : 
Too clofe endeavours bring forth dark events ; 
ome forth, Monaftick ; ey no Parliament. 
ome 1 ssc 
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Hieroglyph. 1X.- 355 
JOB 14. 2. 
He cometh forth like a flower,and is cut down. 


Behold : 
How fhort a fpan 
Was long enough, of old 
To meafure out the life of man } 
In thofe well temper’d days his time was then 
Survey’d, caft up, aad found but threefcore years and ten. 


2 
Alas bs 
And what is that? 
They come, and flide, and pafs, 
Before my pen can tell thee what. 
_The pofts of time are fwift, which having run 
Their fev'n fhort ftageso’er,their fhort-lived task isdone. — 


30 
Our days 
Begun we lend ~ 
To fleep, to antick plays 
And toys, until the firftftageend: __ 
%2 waining moons, twice 5. times told, we give 
Fo unrecover’d lofs: We rather breath than live. 


‘ 4 : 
We (pend 
A ten years breath 
Before we apprehend 
| What ’tis to live or fear a death: 
__ Our childifh dreams are fill’d with painted joys, 
Nich pleafe our fenfe a while,andwaking,provebut toys 


z 3 How. 
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@ poste 
How vain, anes ‘poal 
_ How wretched ig. 


+ 


_ \Woor man, thar doch remain \o5oo 
A flave to fuch a State as this!” 
His days are fhort, at langeft, few, at moft : 
They are but bad, at beft; yet lavifhe out, or lolt. 


Oe 
They bes 8 
The fecret fprings . 
: . That make our minurés flee 9 > .. 
On wheels more fwift than Eagles wings : 
Our life’s a Clock, and every gafp of Breach 
Breaths forth a warning grief,cill Zéme hall firike a death. 
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‘ Pina: 
6s Hom foggy 
sos) Onur new-borndight: 05005 
ts U Atrains co fullag’d-noonts © joicin, 
And this, how foon to gray-hair'd night! 
We fpring, we bud, we bloffom, and we blaft 
E’er we can count our days, our) days they flee fo faft. 


ave Wf ro Py 
vig eset) Dibeyends . i bas 
oy. When fearce begun; . re a 
1 ty And-@’er. we apprehend -.. 0000 © 
That we begin to live, our life is done: 
| Man, count thy days; and if they fly too’ faft 
For thy dull choughts to cowng, cqunt every day the Jafic 
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Hicroghypb. 1K 357 


,, Oar infancy is confumed ineating and fleeping ; in all which 
time what differ we from beajts, but by a poffibility of rea- 
fon, and a neceffity of fin ? ae | 

in whom no fooner the Image of God 


O aifery of mankind, in 
appeareth in the att of his Reafon, but the Devil blurs it in 


the corruption of his Will ! 


E PIG. 9. 


To the decrepit man. 


Thus was the firft feventh part of thy few days 
‘Confum’d in fleep, in food, in toyifh plays: 
-Know'ft thou what tears thine eyes imparted then? 
- Review thy lofy, and weep them over agent. — 
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Hieroglyph. X.- 359 . 


‘J OB 20. 11. 
His hones are full of the fins of his youth. 


| ar ‘d 4 
He {wift-foot Poft of Time hath now begun 
His fecond fiage ;_ af 
The dawning of our age 
| Is loft and fpenc withoug a Sun : 
The light of reafon did not yet appear» 
Within th’ Horizon of this Hemifphere, 
# Oe hile! octane 
The infant Will had yet no other guide 
But twilight Senfe; : , 
And what is gain’d from thence 
But doubtful fteps that tread afide ? 
“Reafon now draws her curtains; her clos’d eyes 
Begin to open, and the calls to rife, 


3 ) | 
Youths now difclofing buds peep out, and fhew 
. Her April head ; x | 
And, from her grafs-green bed, 
Her virgin Primrofe early blows; © 
- Whilft waking Philemel prepares to fing 
Her warbling fonners to the wanton fpring. 


All ftrow’d with flowers; ° 
The days appear but hours 
Being fpenc in cime beguiling fpore. _ 
_ Her griefs do neither prefs, nor doubrs perplex; 
flere’s neither fearto curb, nor care to vex, 
St) MMe A 2 | ih, His 
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His ftage is pleafant, and the way feems fhort, 


St 
» 


60 Hlereghph! 
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His downy cheeks grow proud, and now difdains 
- herurours hand; — GD 
He glories to command 
The prond-neck’d fteed with prouder reins: 
The ftrong-breath’d horn muft now falute his ear 
With the glad downfal of the falling Deer. 
. * f 6 
His quick-nos'd army, with their deep-mouth’d founds, 
Muft now prepare 
To chafe the tim’rous Hare, 
About his yet unmortgag’d grounds; 
The ill he hates, is counfel and delay ; 
And fears no mifchief but a rainy day. 
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. The thought he takes, is how to take no thoughe 
For bale nor blifs ; 
And late repentance is 
The laft dear pen’worth that he bought : 
He is a dainty morning, and he may, + 
If luft o’ercaft him nor, b’ asa fair day. 
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Will poft away. . ! 
Truft not the follwing day, _ 
For every day brings forth a worfe: | | 
Take time at beft: Believe’c, chy days will fall 


Proud bloffom, ufe thy Time: Times headftrong horfe 


From good to bad, from bad to worft of all. 
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Hicrigeyph. Kz 36% 
S, AMBROS, 


Humility is a rare thing in ayoung man,therefore tobe ad. 
mired : When youth is vigorous, when ftrength is firm, when 
blood is hot, when cares are ftrangers, when mirth is free, 
then pride fwelleth, and humility is defpifed. Cie 


EPI G. fo. 
Lo the old man. 


Thy years are newly gray, his newly green ; 
His youth may live to fee what thine hath feen; 
He is chy Parallel : His prefenc ftage a 
And chine are the two Tropicks of mans Age, — 
‘i ee : ane eg Pa a 
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* ‘Blea. XL = (363 
ECCLESIASTES 1. 9. 


Rejoyce, O young man,. and let thy beart 
cheer thee, but know, Cees 


Ow flux! How Any is the date 
Of tranfitory things! 
How hurri'd on the clipping wings | 
Of Time, and driv’n upon the wheels of Fate! 
How one. condition brings 
The leading Prologue to another ftate! 
No tranfitory things can laft? 
Change waits on Time, and Time is wing’d wich haft 
Time prefents but the ruin of Time paft. 
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Behold how change hath inch’d away ‘ay Spans 
‘And howthy Jight doth burn =~ 

- Nearer and nearer to thy Urn . 
For this dear’ waft what fatisfaction cam ~ 

Injurious Time’'return = 

Thy fhortned days, but this, the ftyle of Man? Sigh 

And what’sa man? A’‘cask of care, Tlghey 
New tunn’d and working? he’sa middle ftair 
‘Twixe birth and death; a blaft of full-ag’d air. 


3 
His breaft is tinder, apt to entertain - 
The fparks of Cupid’s fire, 

Whofe new blown flames muft now enquire 

A wanton julep out, which may reftrain 
_ The rage of his defire, 

Whofe paintul pleafure is but pleafing pain: 

His life’sa ficknefs that doth rife 
From a hot liver, Whilft his paffion lies 
Expecting cordials from his miftrefs eyes. 
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His year Pings S appears. \ 

A minute; and his minutes, years : mae 
His doubrful weather’s Sun-fhine mixe with fhower's ; 
His traffique, Hopes and Fears ; ; 

His life’s a medley, made of Sweets and Sowrs; 
His pains reward is Smiles and Pddts; — 

His diet is fair language mixt with Flours: 

He is a Nothing, all compos’d with Donb¢s. 


dct tag rsa dau hacer il 


Do, waft thy imch, “proud ‘Spaz of living earth; 
Confume thy golden days 
__ In flaviftrfreedom, Jet thy ways; 5... 
Take beft advantage of thy trolick mirth; 
Thy ftock of Time, decays,,.,,.... | 
And lavifh plenty ftill fore-runs.adearth:. |. 
The bird that’sflown may turnatlaft; 
And painful labour may repair a waft, , byt 


But pains nor pricé can.-call my minutes paft.. ar 
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- atsenagigpe.. XY. 365: 
TS Nag ! 


Expegt great joy when thou fhalt lay down the mind of a 
child, and deferve the ftyle of a wife man ; for at thofe years 
childhood is paft, but oftentimes childifbne{s remaineth, and 
what is worfe, thou haft the authority of a man, but the voice 
of a childs | 


EPIG. 11. 


To the declining man. 


Why ftand’ft thou difcontented ? Is not he 

As equal diftanc from the top as thee ? a 

What then. may caufe thy difcontented frown? 
He’smount ing up the hill; chou plodding dowa. 
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~ Hieroglyph. XM 367 ‘= 
DEUTERONOMY. 93. 25. 


As the days, fo Shall thy ftrength be. 


The Poft 
Of {wift-foor Time 
Hath now at length begun 
The Kalends of our middle ftage :. 
The number’d fteps that we have gone, do fhow 
The number of thofe fteps we are to go: 
The buds and blofioms of our age ~ 
Are blown, decay’d, and gone 
And all our prime. 
: Ts loft: . . 
And what we boaft too much,we have leaft caufe to boaft. 


@ 


5 ‘Ah me! 

_ There is no reft: 

| _ Our Time is-always fleeing. 

- What rein can curb our head-ftrong hours ; 
They poftaway: They pafs we know not how : 
Our Now is gone, before we can fay Now s 

Time paft and. future’s none of ours: 
That hath as yer no being; 
And this hath ceaft — 


“*°To'be: ii 


What is, is only ours: How fhort a Time have we! 


368 Hicroglypb. Xi. 


And now ; 
Apollo's ear, 
Expetts harmonious ftrains, 

New minted from the Thracian Lyre ; 
For now the virtue of the twi-fork’d Ail/ 
Infpires the ravifh’d fancy, and doth fill 

The vines with Pegafean fire : 
And now thofe fteril brains 
That cannot fhow, 
Nor bear 
Some fruits, fhall never wear Apollo's facred Bow. 


Excefs 
And furfeir ufes 
To wait upon thefe days; 

Full feed and flowing cups of wine 
Canjure the fancy, forcing up a {pirir | 
By ch’ eafie Magick of debaucivd delight; . 

Ah pity, twice-born Bacchus Vine 
Should ftarve Apollo's Bayes, 
And drown thofe Mujes 

That blefs | . 

And calm the peateful foul, when ftorms of care opprefss 


Strong light 
Boaft not thofe beams 
Bhat can but only raife 

And blaze a while, and then away: 

There is no Soljtice in thy day; 
The midnight glory lies “ 

Berwixt th’ extremes 
Of night, 

’ A glory foil’d with fhame, and fool’d with falfe delight. 


Sa 


Haft 


- Hieroglyph, SM. 369 


Haft thou climbed up to the full age of thy few days ? Look 
backwards and thou (halt fee the frailiy of thy youth; the 
folly of thy childhood, and the walle of thy Infancy: Look 
forwards, thou fhalt fee vhe tres of the World, the tron- 
blesof thy mind, the dijeajes of thy body, 


~~ BBIG. i2. 
To the middle-aged. 


Thou that are ptancing on the lufty Noon 
Of thy full age, boaft not thy felf too foon : 
Convert that breath to wail thy fickle ftace ; 
Take heed thou'lt brag too foon or boaft too laté 
Aa2 


379 Hieroglyph. X11. 
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Hieroglyph. XM, 37% 
J OH N 3. 30. 


He muft encreafe : but I muft decreafe. 


me voids the table, dinner’s done; 
And now our days declining Sun 
Hath hurried his diurnal load 
To th’ borders of the Weftern road; 
. Fierce Phlegon, with his fellow fteeds, 
Now puffs and pants, and blows and bleeds, 
And froths and fumes, remembring ftill, 
Their lafhes up th’ Olympick hill, | 
Which having conquer'd, now difdain, 
- The whip, and champ the frothy rein, 
And with a full carier they bend 
Their paces to their journies end : 
Our blazing Tapour ow hath loft 
Her better half, Nature hath croft 
_ Her forenoon book, and clear’d that fcore, 
But fcarce gives truft for fo much more : 
And now their generous fap forfakes 
Her feir-grown twig : A breath ev’n fhakes 
The down ripe fruit; fruit foon divorced 
From her dear branch, untouch’d, unforc'd. 
Now Sanguin Venus doth begin | 
To draw her wanton colours in, 
And fices negietted in difgrace, 
Whilft Mars fupplies her luke-warm place : - 
Blood turns to choler: What this age 
Lofes in ftrength it finds in rage: ) 
That rich ennamel, which of old, 
Damask’d the downy cheek, and told, 
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372 Eieroglyph. Xi. 
A harmlefs guilt, unask’d, is new 

Worn off from the audacious brow ; 
Luxurious dalliance, midnight revels, 
Loofe riot, and thofe veniaf evils 
Which inconfiderate youth of late 

Could plead, now want an Advocate : 

And what appear’d in former times °~ 
Whifp’ring as faults, now roar as crimes; 
And now all ye whofe lips were wont 

To drench their Coral in the font: 

Of fork’d Parnaffus; you that be 

The fons of Phebus, and ean flee an 
On wings of fancy to difplay 

The flag of high invention, ftay, 

Repofe your quills; your veins grow fowre, 
Tempt not your Salt beyond her power; 
tf your pall’d fancies but decline, 

Cenfure will ftrike at every line 

And wound your names, the popular ear 
Weighs what you are, not what you were: 
Thus hackney like, we tire ourage, : 
' Spur-gall’d with change from ftage to ftage. 
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Hieroglyph, XM, 373 


Seeft thon the daily light of the greater World ? When at- 
tained to the highest pitch of Meridian glory, it ftayeth not, 
but by the fame degrees, it afcended, it defcendeth, Andis 
the light of the leffer world more permanent ? Continuance ts 
the child of Eternity, not of Times == : 


EPIG, 13) ee 


To the young mane 


Young man, rejoyce; and let thy rifing days 

Cheer thy glad heart : Think’ft thou thefe uphill ways 
Lead to deaths dungeon ? No, but know withal, 

A rifing is but a Prologue toa fall ~ © 
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Ehieroglyph. XIV. 375 
JOHN 12. 35. 
Let a little while is the light with you. 
Dg ; | ; 


¢ PS day’ grows old, the low pitch lamp hath made 
| No lefs than treble fhade, 
And the defcending damp doth now prepare: . 
T’ uncurl bright Titan's hair; ~ 
Whofe Weftern wardrobe.now begins t’ unfold 
Her purples, fring’d with gold, 
To cloath his evening glory, when th’ alarms 
Of reft fhall call co reft in reftlefs Thetis arms, 


eine 
Nature now calls to fupper, to refrefh : 
_ The fpirits of all.flefh; =... 
The toyling plowman drives his thirfty teams, 
To tafte the flipp’ry ftreams: 
The droiling fwine-herd knocks away, and feafts 
His hungry whining guefts: | 
The box-bill Ouzle, and the dapled Thrufh 
Like hungry rivals meet at their. beloved buth, 
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And now the cold Autumnal dews are feen 
To cob-web every green; . sat 
_ And by the low-fhorn Rowins doth appear 
: The faft-declining year: 
Fhe faplefs branches dofftheir fummer fuits, 
And wain their winter fruits; 
And ftormy blafts have forc’d the quaking trees 
9 wrap Their trembling limbs in {uits of mofly freeze. 
EO PARE ee, ok OR 
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Our wafted Tapour now hath brought her light 
a the i door to iene aba 

Her {prightlefs flames grown with great fnuff, d 

Sad as her neight ring Urn: : Sita els 
Her flender inch, that yet unfpent remains, 

Lights but to further pains, ; 
And in a filent language bids her gueft 
Prepare his weary limbs to take Eternal reft. 
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Now careful age hath pitch’d her painful plo 
Upon holsarrow'd brow; x prove 
And fnowy. blafts of difcontented care 
Wave blanch’d the falling hair ; 
Sufpicious envy mixt with jealous {pight 
-  Difturbs his weary night: . 
~ He threatens youth with age; and now alas 
He owns not what heis, but vaunts the man he was." 
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Gray hairs, purfue thy days, and let thy pafi 
Read Lectures to thy laft: Clg ea 
‘Thofe hafty wings that hurry’d them away 
Will give thefe days no day: 
The conftant wheels of Nature fcorn to tire _ 
Until her worksexpire: — a ee 
That blaft chat nipt thy youth, willruin thee; (tree. 
That hand that fhook the branch will quickly ftrike'the 
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~ Hieroglyph.. XIV. 377 
S. ¢ H R Y 5. 

Gray hairs are honourable, when the behaviour fuits with 
gray hairs: But when anancient man hath childifh manners, 
he becometh move ridiculous than a child. 

SEN. 

Thou art in vain attained te old years, that repeateft thy 

yauthfutne/s, hy i re i ‘ 
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EPIG. 14. 


Sceft thou this good old man? he reprefents 

Thy Future, thou, his Preterperfeg tenfe : - 

Thou goeft to labours, he prepares to reft: | 
Thou break’ft thy faft, he fups; now which is beft? 
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' Hieroglyph. XV. ~ 379. 
PSALM oo. fo. 


Lhe days of our years are threefcore years 
and ten. Ldvrerieas A agstt 


Bets 
O have I feen th’ illuftrious prince of Light. 

Rifing in glory from his Crocean bed, . 
And trampling down the horrid fhades of night, # 
Advancing more and more his conqu’ring head, © 

Paufe firft, decline, at length begin to fhroud 
His fainting brows withia a cole-black cloud. 
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So have I feena well-built Caftle ftand 
Upon the tip-toes of a lofty hill, 
Whofe aétive pow’r commands both fea and land, 
And curbs the pride of the beleag’rers will: 
At length her ag’d foundation fails her truft, 
And lays her tott’ring ruins in the duft, 


dyin 3 
So have I feen the blazing Yapsur hoor ® 
Her golden head into the teeble air, i 
Whofe fhadow-gilding ray fpread round about, 
Makes the foul face of black-brow’d darknefs fair’; 
Till at the length her wafting glory fades, 
And leaves the night to her invert rate fhades. 


a 


4 
Ey'n fo this little world of living Clay, 
The pride of Nature, glorified by Art, 
Whom Earth adores, anda!l her Hofts obey 
Ally’d to Heav’n by his Diviner parc, 
_ Triumphs a while, then droops, and then decays, 
And worn by age, death cancels all his days, 
‘te That 
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That glorious Sun, that whilori fhone fo bright, 
Is now ev’n ravifh’d from our darkned eyes: 
That fturdy Ca/tle, mann’d with fo much might, 
Lies now a Mon’ment of her own difguife: 
That blazing Fapour, that difdain’d the puff 


Ot troubled Air, fcarce owns the name of fnuff. 
* . 6 


Poor bed-rid Man! Where is that glory now, 


Thy Youth fo vaunted? Where that Majefty 


Which fat enthron’d upon thy manly brow? 

Where, where thar braving arm? That daring eye? 
Thofe buxom tunes? Thofe Bacchanalian tones - 
Thofe {welling veins? Thofe marrow flaming bones 
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Thy drooping glory’s blurr’d, and proftrate lies 
Grov'ling in duft , and frightful horrour, tiow, 
Sharpens the glaunces of thy gafhful eyes; 
Whilft fear perplexes thy diftracted brow : ‘ 
The panting breaft vents all her breathby groats, » 
And death enerves thy marrow-wafted bones. | 


8 
"hus Man that’s born of woman can remain 


But a fhore time : His days are full of forrow; 
His life’s a penance and his death’s a pain; 


‘Springs like a flow’r to day, and fades to morrow; — 


His breath’sa bubble, and his day’sa fpan 2 
"Tis glorious mifery tO be born a Man. 
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When eyes are dim, ears deaf, vifage pale, teeth decayed, 
skin withered, breath tainted, pipes furred, knees trem- 
bling, hands fumbling, feet failing, the fudden downfall of 
shy flefkly bonfe is near at hand. shies 
$. AUGU ST. 
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A vices wax old by age : Covetoufac/s alone groweth young. 


_ = 


EPIG. 15. 


To the infant. — 


_ What he doth {pend in groans, thou fpend‘ft in tears: 


© %S 


Judgment and ftrength’s alike in both your years; 
He’s helplefs; fo arr chou; what difference hen? 
He’s an old Infant; thou, a young old Man, 
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T HE Devout Communicant exemplified in his Behaviour 
Before, At, and After the Sacrament of the Lord’s 
Supper: Practically fuired toall che Parts of that Solemn 
Ordinance. The Seventh Edition. Price 1s. 6d. ; 
An Infallible Way to Contentment inthe{mid{t of Pub- | 
lick or Perfonal Calamities. To which is added, a fe- © 
cond Part, entituled, The Peace and Foy of the Soul pro- 
cured and preferved. “Price. 2s, 
The whole Duty of a Chriftian. Price. 1s. 6d. 7 
An Expofttion of the Church Catechifm, with Scripture 
Proofs in Words at length. By the Author of the De- 
vout Communicant. Price. 15. 6d. 
A Manual of Private Devotions and Meditations: with 
Directions for the Sick, By the Right Reverend Father 


_. in God, Lancelot Andrews, late Lord Bifhcp of Winche- 


fler. Price 15. 6d. 

Syftema Horticulture : Or, the Art of Gardening: In 
three Books. The I. treareth of the Excellency, Situa- 
tion, Soil, Form, Walks, Arbours, Springs, Fountains, 
Water-works, Grotto’s, Statues, and other Ornaments 
of Gadens; with many Rules and. Direétions concern- 
ing the fame. The II. -treateth of all forts of Trees 
planted for Ornament of Shade, Winter-Greens, Flower- 
Trees and Flowers, and the beft Ways and Methods of» 
Raifing, Planting, and Improving them. The III, treat- 
eth ofthe Kitchen.Garden, and of the variery of Plants 


_ propagated for Food or any Culinary ufes: With Rules 


and Inftruétions for the.making Hot-Beds, ahering and 
enriching any fort of Garden-Ground toa very + great 
Improvement, as well for Ufe and Profit as Ornament 
and Delight. Mluftrated with Sculptures reprefenting 
the Form of Gardens according to the neweft Models. 


The Fourth Edition. To which is added, The Gard- 


ners Monthly Direftions. By #.. Worlidgey Gent. — 
Price 25. 64° anes 

to Argalus and Partheniaz. By F. Quarles, isnow ve- — 
ry neatly Printed. Price us, 
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